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PREFACE. 



The following Poem is supposed to commence immediately 
after the Flood. It ends with the history of Job ; and without 
presuming to determine the age in which this Patriarch 
lived, the author has introduced him as a witness for the truth, 
during the sojourn of the children of Israel in Egypt, be- 
lieving that he flourished some time between the death of 
Jacob, and the birth of Moses. 

The Scripture history has been followed, though not in 
every detail ; and some events, briefly noticed in the Bible, 
have been considerably expanded. The imagination has been 
indulged, but under restraint, and with a desire that it 
should not be contrary to revealed truth. Reflections on 
characters and events have been freely introduced, especially 
at the close of the third and fourth cantos. 

The reader must not expect an exposition of any particular 
theological views; nor yet a minute and connected history 
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of the Patriarchs and their families, snch as the writers on 

Scripture characters usually furnish. The object of the 
author is to give a poet's view of the period over which 
his work extends ; and if this is done, his purpose has been 
accomplished. 

Some may think that too much prominence has been given 
to Ishmael, and too little to Joseph, considering what is said 
of them in the Bible. The reason for this, however, is 
easily explained. Ishmael was the head of a race existing 
to this day ; but the posterity of Joseph, being blended 
with that of his brethren, his position in the poem is 
subordinated to the higher one, deservedly occupied by his 
father Jacob. 

The Stanza is Spenserian, which every judge of poetry 
will admit is suitable to the subject. A change in the 
versification has been occasionally introduced, for short 
intervals, which it is hoped the reader will find to be an 
agreeable variety, in no wise interrupting the usual style. 

There is an opinion, by no means uncommon, that 
Scripture subjects are too trite for poetry; and any reader^ 
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entertaining Sfuch a notion will approach this poem with 
prejadice. But many good reasons can be advanced to show 
that such prejudice is unfounded; and the author cannot 
think that his subject needs any defence. If it be ** greatly 
wise to talk with our past hours," it will doubtless be 
found beneficial to hold communion with the sayings and 
doings of the illustrious dead. The spring of a river is 
always interesting ; so are those distant ages, in which the 
great fountains of human thought and action rise. Such 
themes cannot fail to instruct and elevate ; and there are few 
sections of time better suited to accomplish these desirable 
results, than patriarchal days. 

Yorlt, March 2nd, 1876. 
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(Cranio I. 



ARGUMENT. 

The state of the earth immediately after the flood 
described. Noah's offering, and God's covenant with 
him. The earth replenished ; the lapse of mankind into 
idolatry, and consequent increase of wickedness. The 
call of Abram ; his sojourn with his nephew, Lot, in 
Canaan. The principal incidents in their lives dwelt 
upon. The death of Abraham, and reflections on his 
character. 



I 
i^'^ffirHEN the great fountains of the deep were 



^W^l© sealed, 

And the wild waters of the wasting flood 
Had sunk within the secret tracts, that shield 
The finny tribes and their voracious brood ; 
What memories came, as the hoar Patriarch stood 
Beside the ark, upon the mountain lone. 
And view'd the world a slimy solitude ! 
A scene where chaos had regained a throne. 
The glories of the past then all become his own. 

B 
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II. 

The silent earth was an extensive grave, 
And not a voice to wail the dead was there', 
Except the wind that moan'd to ocean's wave, 
In sounds of sadness, o'er its bosom bare ; 
The dove and raven, through the vacant air. 
Pursued their flight, and sought for mates in vain. 
The angry waters had refused to spare ; 
No wing but theirs sped o'er the etherial plain. 
And not a footprint did the sands of earth retain. 

III. 

The flood had burst upon its closing scene, 
And the prime act of man's career was played ; 
How vile in sight of heaven his deeds had been. 
The wrecks around sufliciently portrayed. 
Yet God forsook not what his hands had made ; 
Eight souls survived the fearful doom, though few, 
A proof of mercy's interposing aid ; 
A sable curtain o'er the past she drew, 
Still smiled on man, and cheered him to commence 
anew. 
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IV. 

Preserved and guided by a viewless power, 
Forth from the ark came all its living things ; 
And Noah an altar built : for meet the hour 
To open in the bosom grateful springs, 
And bear the soul on adoration's wings. 
Sweet to the sky the victim's savour went. 
Mingled with silent prayer, that often brings 
The speediest answer to its pure intent, 
And from the bowing heavens, the Lord complacent 
bent. 



Be fruitful, said the voice, spread forth your bands 
Wide as the circle of the earth expands. 
And take the goodly fruit of all its lands. 

Go forth courageous, confidently free ; 
The fear of you on every beast shall be. 
On every fowl, and all that swim the sea. 

Of beast and man, with requisition dread, 
I will demand your blood where'er ye spread, 
And -whoso sheds it, let his own be shed. 
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No more o'er earth shall roll the swelling deep, 
But day and night their constant courses keep, 
And seasons bring the time to sow and reap. 

The Lord hath said it, and before your eyes, 
To seal this covenant, my bow shall rise, 
A bright and faithful witness, in the skies. 

And surely as ye shall this token view, 

I will, in every age, the bow renew, 

That all mankind may know my promise true. 



VI. 



He ceased, and to confirm the words divine, 
Set in the clouds appeared his beauteous bow ; 
To heaven's blue height arose the sacred sign, 
And earth was arch'd within its span below ; 
So high, so wide, his streams of mercy flow. 
Made sure to man that peaceful, clement hour ; 
And still to us, with beams as lovely now, 
Comes forth the radiant child of sun and shower, 
To mark his stedfast goodness and unfailing power. 
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VII. 



God was benign ; and o'er the naked earth 
Breathed vivifying airs, that quicken'd all 
Its seeds and blossoms into early birth ; 
He bade refreshing dews abundant fall ; 
The grassy herb, the flower, the sapling tall, 
Sprang up luxuriant, and with verdure fair ; 
The insect's murmur, and the vulture's call, 
Had each accorded his parental care ; 
He gave the worm a covering, and the beast a lair. 



VIII. 

Earth was replenish'd ; on her slopes the vine. 
And down her valleys waved the golden grain ; 
Fruits clustered on the bough ; his pasturing kine, 
And teeming flocks rejoice the shepherd-swain ; 
Early he led them to the dewy plain. 
And nightly fenc'd them from their prowling foes ; 
Sweet in the forest was the songsters' strain. 
And sweet at eve, the lulling music rose 
Of murmuring streams, inviting nature to repose. 
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IX. 

Men multiplied, and spread abroad their bands ; 
Subdued the desert earth . beneath their toil, 
And gathered increase from her fruitful lands ; 
The hunter chiefly gloried in his spoil. 
And he, whose brawny arm the best could foil 
The wild beast madden'd by the furious chase, 
And awe the tenants of the forest soil. 
Like mighty Nimrod, held the foremost place, 
And learn'd to rule mankind, the monarch of his race. 



X. 



Thus rose the stalwart kings, that rudely swayed 
Primeval sceptres o'er an infant state ; 
' And tho' no muse hath sung the wars they made, 
Nor how they nursed their jealousy and hate ; 
Nor how they march'd, with rustic pomp elate, 
And pass'd their kinsmen with a scornful look ; 
Nor how they spurn'd the suppliant from their gate. 
And what they coveted unjustly took ; — 
Yet these are all in heaven's recording-angel's book. 
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XL 



Then vigorous grew, not lust of power alone, 
But unbelief, and vanity, and pride ; 
Tho' oft renewed, God's bow before them shone 
To seal his words, yet men his truth denied, 
And strove to rear, on basis deep and wide, 
Their own device, a structure to the sky ; 
A tower of strength, in which they might confide, 
And, fearless in their citadel on high, 
Laugh at another flood, and heaven itself defy. 

XIL 

Such was their bold design, more grand and vast, 
Perchance, than in this later age it seems ; 
Emprize adventurous, and unsurpass'd ; 
A pristine model of ambition's schemes, 
But not her last attempt ; the world still teems 
With vaunting builders, and their projects vain ; 
For many a tower is raised in folly's dreams. 
Strange as that Babel was on Shinar's plain. 
And pride still climbs up heights as hopeless to attain. 
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XIII. 
The Lord descended, and confused their speech ; 
Then various aims from various tongues arose ; 
None seem*d to learn, tho' all desir'd to teach ; 
None strove to aid the work, but all oppose. 
And friends began to wrangle worse than foes ; 
They ceased to build, and straightway wandering 

wide, 
Diverse abodes in divers regions chose. 
Some the broad plains, where gentle rivers glide, 
Some hills, and some the tracts by ocean's sounding 

tide. 

XIV. 

Prime colonists they were, whose welcome toil, 
With produce vast the generous earth repaid ; 
No previous tenant grudg'd the fertile soil. 
Which virgin nature wooed them to invade ; 
Rude and unwieldy were their axe and spade ; 
The ploughs unshapely which their oxen drew ; 
The wagons clumsy which their sheaves conveyed ; 
And simple nets within the deep they threw ; 
Yet art was nurs'd, and luxury among them grew. 
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XV. 

The wondrous ark had crumbled into dust, 
Which bore their fathers o'er the watery waste ; 
The earth was fair, and on its blooming crust 
The tokens of the flood were dimly traced ; 
The mind was sceptical, the soul debased, 
No victim offered, and no altar reared ; 
A vague tradition had the truth displaced. 
Faith and its fruits alike had disappeared. 
And God invisible become a God unfeared. 

XVI. 

First by the sun, lord of the beauteous sky, 
The primal Baal, idolatry was fed ; 
So like a god he seem'd, as climbing high, 
With golden steps, and glories round him spread, 
Gladness and splendour on the world he shed : 
They deem'd from him the life of nature came. 
And watched at morn upon the mountain's head, 
To hail his bright approach with loud acclaim ; 
Then bowed the knee, and worshipped his majestic 
flame. 
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XVII. 

Some kiss'd their hands, and chanted ditties sweet, 
To charm the silvery moon, night's gentle queen. 
In fancy deeming that she stoop'd to greet 
Her amorous votaries with a smiling mien ;' 
These first, in shady groves and copses green, 
Began the mystic rites, increased ere long 
On Syrian hills, to pleasures more obscene ; 
And thro* the climes renown*d for deathless song, 
This goddess was adored by many a wanton throng. 

XVIII. 

Some watch'd the stars with long and stedfast gaze. 
And thought the spirits of the mighty shone. 
Absorbed and blent in their eternal rays ; 
Hence demi-gods were made ; a star the throne. 
From which the conqueror's soul look'd brightly 

down. 
To rule the destiny of mortals here ; 
Thus he who had in arms acquir'd renown. 
And on the trembling world impress'd his fear. 
Still aw'd it after death, shrin'd in a stellar sphere. 



Canto I. II 



XIX. 

Others bent, prone to earth, a downward look ; 
O'er these the tempter's crew advanc'd their reign, 
With hasty steps, and ample empire took ; 
Bacchus and Mammon, foremost of the train : 
Bacchus, the florid god of mirth profane ; 
Him serv'd the swains, with revelry profuse, 
Unwittingly, on many a purple plain. 
When, with vociferous joy and dances loose, 
They crushed from out the ruddy grape its potent juice. 



XX. 

Mammon, albeit unknown on earth his name, 
Was active then, and prevalent in guile ; 
Of all that from the pit infernal came. 
In heaven's unsullied light most loath'd and vile. 
For none more foully can the breast defile ; 
None has his gilded baits more thickly strown. 
Nor offered them with more seductive smile ; 
None built on human hearts a firmer throne. 
And held on earth dominion more extensive grown. 



12 Patriarchal Days. 

XXI. 

These chief, and numbers more, left here unsung, 
By gently winding slope and smooth descent, 
Allur'd their victims down the steeps of wrong. 
Till scarce a wandering thought to heaven up went ; 
Some worshipped creatures vile, by nature meant 
For lowest use ; and some, in suppliant guise, 
To idols grim and hideous monsters bent ; 
Thus they were cozen'd to believe in lies. 
Thus all have been, who would above the truth be 
wise. 

XXII. 

But God was of his works the sovereign still. 
And left not men to be the tempter's prey ; 
He sat on high, accomplishing his will. 
And all subjecting to his boundless sway ; 
The righteous Noah from earth had pass'd away. 
And truth hung drooping o'er the patriarch's 

tomb, 
Loth to depart, yet sorrowful to stay ; 
But mercy's lingering beams still streak'd the gloom, 
Though faint, the token of a heavenly day to come. 
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XXIII. 

Grace sooth'd the guilty pair, when justice drave 
Our sinful parents from their Eden bower ; 
Grace framed an ark, the faithful few to save, 
When retribution stretched its arm of power. 
To bid the flood a wicked world devour ; 
And when again those shades began to fall. 
That blight the bud of every mental flower, 
Grace found the man that hearkened to her call, 
Obtained the promises, and lived to bless us all. 

XXIV. 

God spake to Abram : the divine command 
Was reverenced, and persistently obeyed ; 
At once he journey 'd from his native land, 
His only argument, — The Lord hath said ; 
Nor danger daunted him, nor doubt delayed ; 
He sought a country, tho' he knew not where ; 
But God's unsleeping eyes, that all pervade, 
Where'er he wandered, were the watchers there. 
Guiding his steps, and shielding all beneath his care. 
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XXV. 

Forgetful of the land he left behind, 
At length to Canaan's bounds the pilgrim came, 
And reach'd the country which the Lord designed, 
But took no portion and enforced no claim ; 
He rear'd the altar in Elohim's name, 
To deity unseen his prayer addressed, 
And fed with fatlings the ascending flame ; 
Thus visibly to men his faith expressed. 
And urged no more, but calmly left with heaven the 
rest. 

XXVI. 

With him his nephew. Lot, from Haran came ; 
One motive seem*d their blended wills to guide, 
A mutual ardour both their breasts inflame ; 
One well, one pasture, oft their flocks supplied ; 
In every change, let good or ill betide. 
They shared the covert of one sheltering wing ; 
But little cause may closest friends divide ; 
They both were rich, too oft the direful spring, 
From which our envious foe a bitter draught can 
bring. 



Canto L i$ 

XXVII. 

Dispute and strife between their herdsmen rose, 
The land was strait, and could not both sustain ; 
Then Abram spake, — Let brethren not be foes, 
Nor let our herdsmen thus contend again ; 
Behold the land, let nought thy choice restrain ; 
Go left or right, be mine the other part ; — 
Lot raised his eyes o'er Jordan's water'd plain, 
Its cities offered a convenient mart, 
Its fields like Eden bloom'd, and pleased his selfish 
heart. 

XXVIII. 

He journey'd eastward, to that tempting plain, 
And pitched his tent in Sodom's fruitful field ; 
The men were wicked, but the love of gain 
Allur'd him from his providential shield : 
Ah, golden baits are often snares conceal'd. 
Yet many still the choice of Lot repeat ; 
But God appeared, to Abram's sight reveal'd. 
And with these accents deign'd his friend to greet ; 
O blissful days, when men such visitant could 
meet ! — 



i6 Patriarchal Days. 



XXIX. 

Lift up thine eyes, and this fair land survey ; 
From north to south its distant borders see. 
From sunrise to the verge of parting day, 
For all this goodly land I give to thee, 
And countless as its dust thy seed shall be. — 
Thus God the generous patriarch's act approved. 
With favour thus enriched and honoured He 
The man who served Him and His service loved ; 
And Abram next his tent to Mamre's plain removed. 

XXX. 

While peaceful there his placid flocks reposed, 
And all his numerous herds securely grazed 
In Jordan's vale, the battle fiercely closed ; 
The falchion glittered, and the spear was raised. 
The torch of war through all its cities blazed ; 
Chief strove with chief, and kings were kings 

subduing. 
The timid on the scene with terror gazed ; 
The bold with joy, their sanguine course pursuing. 
Beheld the havoc spread, and mark'd the spoil 

accruing. 
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XXXI. 

The lawless victors wealthy Sodom sack'd, 
And Lot fell captive to their furious might ; 
Then Abram rose in arms ; the spoilers track'd, 
The march directed, and led on the fight ; 
Nor ceas'd he to pursue the robbers' flight, 
Nor ceas'd to slaughter them, till. Lot restored. 
His kinsman's rescue did his toil requite ; 
Then sheath'd the champion his delivering sword. 
And great the spoil, recovered from the routed horde. 

XXXIL 

At Salem, came Melchizedek to cheer, 
With bread and wine, the conqueror and his band ; 
With graceful steps the righteous king drew near, 
A royal priest of heaven, in heathen land. 
And joyful, with uplifted voice and hand. 
He bless'd the servant of the mighty God, 
Who ruleth over all with just command ; 
To him due reverence princely Abram shew'd. 
And tithes of all the spoil, with grateful heart 
bestow'd. 

C 
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XXXIII. 

Illustrious chiefs ! had every age renewed 
Your generous actions and your motives shared, 
What sordid passions then had been subdued ; 
What sorrows had the weeping world been spared ; 
Extortion had not check'd, nor war impaired, 
The vital impulse of a realm's increase ; 
The strong had for the weak more promptly cared ; 
The bigot's hatred been constrained to -cease, 
And kings, with justice ruling, been the kings of 
peace. 

XXXIV. 

Great spoil they took, but not a latchet clave 
To Abram's hand ; the tenth to Salem's lord, 
Due portions next to his allies he gave. 
And all the rest to Sodom's king restored ; 
Then sought the peace which homely joys afford, 
Reserved by Mamre's oak for him to share. 
Sweet Mamre ! — inspired scribes thy fam^ record, 
And thine are hallow'd histories, choice and rare, 
Which earth to us endear, and much of heaven 
declare. 
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XXXV. 

At Mamre God enlarged this patriarch's name ; 
A sacred letter in its midst he placed, 
And caird his honoured servant Abra-ham ; 
At Mamre long, with Sarah's beauty graced. 
His tent withstood the howling winter's waste, 
Till age set on them both its silvery crown ; 
But God Jehovah never needs to haste, 
And though to them hope of a child was none. 
He promised still, that Sarah yet should bear a son. 



XXXVI. 

One day three strangers to his tent drew nigh, 
As Abr'ham sat, screened from the sultry air, 
Within its door, for yet the sun was high ; 
They deign'd his hospitable rites to share ; 
First wash'd their feet, and ate his bounteous fare ; 
With converse sweet and high, beguiled their stay, 
And reassured him of the promised heir ; 
Then turned to Sodom, in the cool of day. 
And Abr'ham also went, to bring them on their way. 



20 Patriarchal Days, 



XXXVII. 

The Lord had come that solemn day, to view 
The Jordan's cities, and their sinful state ; 
But let his vengeance sleep till Abraham knew, 
And would not hide from him their pending fate ; 
The angels went direct to Sodom*s gate, 
But Abraham stayed to supplicate his Guest ; 
The Lord beside his servant deigned to wait ; 
Inclined a gracious ear to each request. 
And deep compassion moved the Patriarch's troubled 
breast. 

xxxviii. 

Wilt thou, said Abraham, let thy vengeance fall 
On both alike, — the wicked and the good ? 
No ; that be far from thee ; the Judge of all 
Will never on his justice so intrude : 
If fifty righteous, thus the speaker sued, 
Be found in Sodom, will thine anger wake ? • 
For these, said God, my wrath shall be subdued ; 
If five be lacking, then the pleader spake. 
And God replied. Til spare it for the righteous' sake. 
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XXXIX. 

If forty, next, he ventured to proceed, 
Or thirty should be found, wilt thou forbear ? 
Or twenty ? — for he dared to further plead, 
And still the Lord, complacent, answered prayer ; 
Yet peradventure only ten be there. 
At last he cried, wilt thou thy wrath restrain ? 
And God rejoined, for these I still will spare ; 
But not a plea for Sodom rose again, 
And e'en ten righteous souls in her were sought 
in vain. 

XL. 

Which of the revellers that evening dream'd, 
O'er them the sun had shed his farewell ray ! 
Who had a thought, that when the morning beam'd. 
To Sodom*s sleepers it would bring no day ! 
Not one in her forsook his wicked way ; 
Her lewdness had attained its deepest shade ; 
Her filthy cup was full ; why more delay ? 
Not yet, for mercy has not ceas'd her aid, 
Not yet, she cried, — and the avenger's bolts were 
stayed. 
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XLI. 

Though Abr'ham pleads no more, the Lord does 

right, 
For truth and justice all his ways attend ; 
He loos'd no arrow on its deadly flight. 
Nor let the torrents of his wrath descend, 
The just and unjust in like doom to blend. 
And make as one the wicked and the good ; 
For until Lot, the kinsman of his friend, 
Could reach a shelter from destruction's flood, 
The doom'd and guilty Sodom, still unsmitten, stood. 

XLII. 

But when the righteous from her midst had gone, 
Pour'd were the vials of his fiery rain, 
And four fair cities, when the morning shone, 
Were smouldering ashes, ne'er to rise again ; 
Their embers then, strew'd o'er the sulph'rous 

plain, 
Smoked like a furnace. to the clouded sun ; 
And now dark shores, that not a flower contain ; 
Waters, which every living thing must shun, — 
A sea of death, attest what wickedness hath done. 
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XLIII. 

Most grievous was their sin, most dread their doom ; 
But he must judge them, who will judge us all ; 
They slumber in an ignominious tomb, 
Which time preserves to warn us and appal, 
And silent o'er them let the curtain fall ; 
*Tis wise, though few may now their fate deplore. 
To turn from paths that lead to such a goal ; 
And happy he who shuns that fearful shore. 
Where joy can never bloom, and hope shall spring 
no more. 

XLIV. 

Perish'd that night his substance and his wife. 
And Lot, by angels aided, entered Zoar 
At sunrise, with two daughters and his life ; 
They dwelt in mountain caves, and never more, 
A pilgrim sought for succour at their door, 
Or stranger wandered to the lonely place ; 
And there each daughter to her father bore 
A son, for both had stolen his embrace. 
In the vain hope to thus perpetuate their race. 
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XLV. 

From these, vile Moab and Amnion's children rose, 
Kindred by birth, and kindred in their deeds, 
Whose annals foul repeat but wars and woes. 
And darkest rites that idol worship breeds ; 
Among the nations they were baneful weeds. 
Which God, in righteous anger, suffered not 
To longer scatter such pernicious seeds ; 
And the wild Arab now roves o'er their lot, 
Lord of the sterile tract, where Moab and Ammon rot. 

XLVI. 

What time Lot reach'd the mountains, Abr'ham 
stood 

And view'd the smoke, from Jordan's plain as- 
cending : 
His heart was deeply searched, and sad his mood. 
For divers thoughts were in his breast contending , 
Last eve those cities* doom was still impending ; 
Lust eve he stood an advocate between 
The Lord and them, in supplication bending ; 
And had he prayed again, would the dark scene 

On which he jju/ed that mom, so sad, so dread 
have been ! 
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XLVII. 

Such searching thoughts within us often rise, 
Yet all may end in this, — heaven only knows ; 
We scan but little here, and he is wise. 
Who thus to God in meek submission bows ; 
His goodness barbs the dart his justice throws. 
And still to us, however dark th* event, 
For every duty done a comfort flows : — 
Sodom was not, and turning towards his tent, 
Abraham to other scenes, and other duties, went. 



XLVIII. 

Sarah was visited, as God had said ; 
Isaac was born, the patriarch's promised heir ; 
Duteous and mild, this cherish'd youth displayed 
The virtues that endear, and graces rare, 
A joy, a solace, and a pleasing care ; 
But oft when human hopes the brightest shine. 
Some cloud, suspected not in scenes so fair. 
Rises to shade our path ; — some strange design 
Shows a mysterious aspect, of the Will Divine. 
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XLIX. 

Take now thy son, the Lord to Abr'ham said, 
And offer him a sacrifice to me ; 
Clear to the father came the mandate dread, 
And stern obedience met the stem decree ; 
He staggered not,' nor interposed a plea. 
But took the wood and fire, and went his way, 
A three days* journey, full assured that He, 
Who had required it, could the life repay ; 
Then bound his patient son, and grasped the knife 
to slay. 

L. 

The knife was raised, but God call'd out from 
heaven, 

And suddenly the father's hand was stayed ; 

Enough was done, sufiicient proof was given 

He fear'd the Lord, and his behest obey'd. 

And such the Lord is ever near to aid ; 

Another victim on that altar dt-ead, " 

A ram, caught in the thicket nigh, was laid. 

To bleed and suffer in his Isaac's stead ; 

And thus releas'd, he lived, who had been reckon'd 

dead. 
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LL 

Then had that fearful day a gladsome close, 
And Abr'ham pondered o'er the scene he view'd, 
And as he pondered, brighter visions rose ; — 
A nobler victim, and his cleansing tlood. 
That Lamb of God, whose dying death subdued, 
And freed us from the curse of brbken law ; 
His sufferings, and the glory that ensued, 
The day of Christ, th* enraptur'd patriarch saw, 
And his exulting breast was fill-d with joyous awe. 

LIL 

The testing conflict of his life was past, 
And stedfastly his soul the struggle bore ; 
In this firm ground, his hope her anchor cast, — 
God will provide, — and faith required no more ; 
As some broad river, to the neighbouring shore. 
Rolls deep and smoothly, active, yet at rest ; 
Bestows its tribute to the ocean's store. 
And bears the earth's rich products on its breast ; — 
So pass'd his future years, blessing the world, and 
bless'd. 
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LIII. 

As from the dead r'eceived, Isaac, his son, 
Was then more dear to Abraham's tender heart ; 
But she, who had his prime affection won. 
And pierc'd his breast with that imperial dart, 
Which wounds but to inflict a pleasing smart ; 
Whose beauty had been twice the tempter's bait. 
That lur'd him from the path of truth to start. 
First love and wife, his Sarah, must await 
Th* approaching foe, and meet the messenger of fate. 

LIV. 

She bent beneath the mortal arrow's dint. 
As autumn's flowers the chilly evening feel, 
Which still, though faded, show a lovely tint, 
And as they droop a sweeter scent reveal ; 
Day after day some lingering bloom would steal ; 
In every hour more cold the pallid brow, 
And slower at the cistern moved the wheel ; 
At length the ruddy fountain ceased to flow. 
And she had pass'd to scenes, which here we may 
not know. 
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LV. 

His dead before him laid, and Abr'ham rose 
To find a tomb ; before the chiefs he bowed, 
In courteous manner, and the plot he chose, 
Ephron, the Hittite, courteously bestow'd ; 
But true nobility the patriarch showed, — 
Weighed out his silver, and the value paid ; 
This deed, within the public gate avow'd, 
The field to him a sure possession made, 
The cave therein, and all the trees, alike conveyed. 



LVL 

Thus Sarah's dust obtained a peaceful grave, 
And she was mourned with bitterness sincere ; 
The primal tenant of Machpelah's cave. 
To Abr'ham and his countless seed so dear ; 
Alas, how worthless to the heart appear 
All else, when what it loved the best is not ! 
Yet there is sweetness, in the hallow'd tear 
Dropped upon buried love, that, unforgot. 
Has made the grave, no longer felt a lonely spot. 
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LVII. 

Sarah was taken, but Keturah given. 
And woman's sympathy, and gentle ways, 
Sooth'd the hoar patriarch still ; propitious heaven 
Assigned to him yet many peaceful days. 
And cheer'd life's wintry stage with sunny rays ; 
No cloud appeared upon his evening sky ; 
No shade, no mist arose, to dim his gaze 
On those bright visions which bring glory nigh. 
And, ere the blest depart, disclose the world on 
high. 

LVIII. 

Long years have pass'd o'er earth since he was not. 
Yet is th' ungarnished tomb, where sleeps his dust. 
Near ancient Arba's mount, still unforgot ; 
So dear to us, memorials of the just. 
How feebly would the column and the bust,. 
Have his great value to the world express'd ! 
True virtue never needs in such to trust. 
For goodness consecrates a grave the best. 
And on this sure foundation, Abr'ham's honours rest. 
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LIX. 

His shifted tent, since first that land he sought, 
A hundred summers on its plains had stood ; 
Yet, save the sepulchre and field he bought, 
He never of its soil possess'd a rood ; 
That boon was only in the distance view'd. 
But faith and patience, which together bloom, 

. Twin virtues, gave him more than Canaan could ; 
And his calm bosom has to us become 

A type of heavenly rest, and joys beyond the tomb. 

LX. 

He dwelt within himself, and kept his soul 
Secluded from the world's polluting air ; 
Its practices, as birds unclean and foul, 
Were fray*d away and barr'd from ingress there ; 
For its proud honours he possess'd no care. 
Nor panted for its vain delusive praise ; 
Yet fame gives him her brightest crown to wear, — 
The Lord is his reward, and his pure bays 
Shall bloom, when earth's last flower upon her 
breast decays. 
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LXI. 

The sire of nations, and the friend of God ! — 

How mean is all that conquerors leave behind, 

Match'd with the legacy which he bestowed ! — 

His walk of faith has taught us how to find, — 

Bliss for the soul, and treasure for the mind ; — 

That clime where tears no more the cheek shall 
stain, 

Nor sin a fetter on the spirit bind ; 
Nor shall for him the lyre resound in vain, 
His hallow*d name will shed its fragrance o'er the 
strain. 



yj^/!^v^ 
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ARGUMENT, 

Beflections on the cities of Damascus, Hebron, and 
Babylon ; and on the kingdom of Egypt. Ishmael and 
his descendants described. Isaac and the principal inci- 
dents of his life dwelt upon, especially his loss of sight, 
with allusion to the author's similar deprivation. 




I. 

FAIR Damascus, who beholdeth thee, 
"^^^ And lingers not upon thy sheen to gaze ? 
Forbid it, then, the muse should heedless be. 
And yield no tuneful tribute to thy praise : 
Where are the rivals of thy early days ? 
Alas, their glory has for ever set ! 
O'er them the serpent glides, the jackal strays ; 
But thee still decks the graceful minaret. 
And stately palms adorn thy lovely aspect yet, 

D 
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11. 



Fame has declared, thy turrets rise where crime 
Began its ruthless course, and angry Cain 
Slew righteous Abel at the dawn of time ; 
Where man first entered death's unknown domain, 
And, made of dust, returned to dust again ; 
Where blood, unjustly spilt, first raised its cry. 
Near the lost Paradise on Eden's plain ; 
That scene where tears first fell from human eye. 
And sorrow from the bosom drew its primal sigh. 



III. 



Thy youth is hidden in the shadowy past. 
And none may now the secret story tell ; 
We know but this, when Abr'ham was, thou wast, 
Renowned ere Admah and Zeboim fell ; 
But peace since then has bid thee oft farewell, 
For dark the deeds thy chronicles record ; 
The tumults that from hostile factions swell, 
The bitter triumph of the conqueror's sword, 
The despot's rage, and havoc of the spoiler's horde. 
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IV. 



These with unpitying fury o*er thee sweeping, 
Oft left thee wounded, when the wrath was past ; 
And as a mother, for her children weeping. 
Refuses comfort in her sorrow vast, 
So didst thou sit, with ashes on thee cast : 
But He, who guides the tempest's wild career. 
To Thee has tempered the destructive blast ; 
And, 'spite the scythe of time, preserved unsere 
Thy hoary beauty still, to shame the scoffer's sneer. 



V. 



How different thine from Hebron's hapless fate ! 
In years soon after the abated flood, 
This city rose, ere yet the Pharaohs sate 
On Egypt's throne, or ancient Zoan stood : 
Its hill was pleasant, and the waters good ; 
A giant early held the mountain height, 
A huge and furious hunter, who subdued 
The neighb'ring region, with resistless might, 
And proudly revelled here, in valorous delight. 
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VI. 

In happier days, her open gates display'd, 
For him that unawares his neigbour slew, 
A refuge, which the swift avenger stay'd. 
And bade him cease his brother to pursue. 
Ah, then, how cheering rose her towers in view, 
As eagerly to them the slayer sped, 
And once arrived, what grateful joy he knew ! 
Within — salvation, and without her,— dread, 
How glorious thus was she, to him that hither fled ! 

VII. 

Here was th' inheritance of priestly chiefs ; 

In her, swept his high harp ':!.e royal seer. 

To songs expressive of our joys and griefs. 

And praise melodious oft resounded here : 

But such delights have ceas'd for many a year ; 

The charmer of the past is sad and low ; 

She mourns and wastes beneath the scorner^s 

spear ; 
A few lone huts but greet the pilgrim now, 
And ruin grimly sits, on the fair mountain's brow. 
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VIII. 

But yet we honour and revere her still, 
Despite the rush of desolation's wave ; 
For long the patriarchs dwelt beside this hill, 
And still their ashes consecrate the cave. 
Where, near its borders, is their peaceful grave : — 
Arise, O Lord, and chase her dreary night, 
For thou alone canst lift the arm to save ; 
Rebuke the false and fell destroyers' might 
And on old Hebron's mount, the lamp of truth relight. 

IX. 

How dull the froward are to understand 
Divine reproof, though clear to all beside ; 
How oft doth God stretch his correcting hand. 
To curb inordinate attempts of pride ; 
Yet still her votaries in their dreams confide : 
Their visions of a boundless empire fade, 
Yet in their hearts th' unquench'd desires abide ; 
Such dreams again their restless minds invade ; . 
Again the vision springs, and pride pursues the 
shade. 
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When God confounded tongues at Babel's tower, 
The work was marr'd, but not the passion slain ; 
The vaulting Titans had o'ermatch'd their power, 
And found their toil and scheme alike were vain : 
But still ambition clung to Shinar's plain. 
For the vile fruit of the forbidden tree 
Still flourished there, and thence dispread its bane ; 
There Satan chose his early seat to be, 
And strove to force the world to bow a vassal's knee. 

XI. 

^ There builders proud a famous city rear'd. 
Of vast dimensions and majestic towers ; 
And Babylon of old by all was fear'd, 
A growing terror to surrounding powers ; 
She had the boundless wealth which commerce 

showers ; 
Her river flowed from unexhausted springs, 
And gentle zephyrs, from her hanging bowers, 
Cuird odours to perfume their welcome wings ; 

The >\x)nder of the world was she, — ^the pride of kings. 
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XII. 

Yet weakness with her growing strength entwin'd, 
And her delicious sweets corruption bred ; 
She nurs'd the vices that imbrute mankind, 
And her pollution had a hydra-head, 
A monster, from a hundred sources fed ; 
Her wily priests pursued the odious craft. 
Which holds the mind in ignorance and dread ; 
Her princes from overflowing goblets quafFd 
Unmeasured joy, and at approaching danger laugh'd. 

XIII. 

But He who makes the light his robe, — the Lord, 
Himself invisible, yet seeing all. 
Beheld it, and her impious pride abhorr'd ; 
His hand came forth, and in the festal hall, 
His finger wrote her judgment, on the wall ; 
Then were her bulwarks and magicians vain ; 
That night on her the thunderbolt must fall. 
And ere the stars, which she adored, could wane, 
Her wealth was scattered to the Mede, her monarch 
slain. 
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XIV. 

No more upon the slave she binds her yoke ; 
No more insults the captive in his woe ; 
The rod she wielded is for ever broke. 
And she has bowed to an unsparing foe ; 
No longer through her streets the merchants go, 
Nor mirthful sounds beneath her ceilings ring; 
Companion still of Nineveh and No, 
She lies debased, a vile and worthless thing. 
And not a germ of life upon her grave will spring. 



XV. 

Yet these are faithful witnesses, that show 
Earth has a righteous Ruler in the skies, 
The arbiter of nations here below ; 
A truth which many, oft reputed wise, 
Wish to forget, and labour to despise : 
Some tokens have been rescued from decay. 
That with sepulchral voices, strangely rise 
To mock the sceptic ; — and some others may, 
But only wait, a future disentombing day. 
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XVI. 

Nor here, O Egypt, be forgot thy fame, 
Though early darken'd with opprobious shade. 
And sounds of grief express thy mournful name ; 
Thy Pharaohs a distinguished sceptre swayed. 
And needy princes sought their timely aid ; 
Thy skilful sorcerers, with a cunning hand, 
Astounding wisdom to the world displayed. 
And great the treasure at thy high command. 
Ere Babel rose, the glory of Chaldea's land. 

XVII. 

Fair was its promise, but thy budding droop'd, 
And withered ere the opening flower could bloom ; 
Thy kings, though proud, to basest idols stoop'd. 
And meanly groped in' superstition's gloom ; 
To pity's cries unheeding as the tomb, 
Their bosoms grew impenetrably hard ; 
And blind to tokens of impending doom, 
Though visibly the Lord his arm had bared ; 
Obdurate and relentless still, his anger dared. 



\ 
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X\1II. 

Nine times He struck, but yet thy heart 
Disdain'd a tender thought to own ; 

It only quivered with the smart. 
Its core was still unsoften'd stone. 

His shaft sped next at midnight hour ; 

The voice of woe increased and spread ; 
A viewless arm, a silent power. 

Had smitten aU thy first-bom, dead. 

That fatal shaft impartial flew. 

That wailing reached to every home. 

And every breast a sorrow knew. 

From captive's cell to Pharaoh's dome. 

In vain was the enchanter's wand, 
In vain was all thy warlike might ; 

The angel dread, through all the land, 
Pursued, unchecked his vivid flight. 

No spear was raised, no sword unsheath'd, 
Yet broken was th' oppressor's yoke, 

That angel on thy sleepers breath'd, 
And bow'd the nation with a stroke. 



Canto II. 43 

Obedient to his servant's word, 
With staff in hand, and sandals on, 

His people trusted in the Lord, 
And he for them the victory won. 

The weak that night the strong subdued ; 

At morning, freedom's march began, 
And God, by sacred symbol, shew'd 

His guiding presence, in the van. 

XIX. 

Thus wast thou in thy youth severely smitten. 
And God in thee his wonders early wrought ; 
His hand has in thy annals deeply written 
Lessons, for ages even yet remote. 
And full of wisdom, would mankind be taught 
That better knowledge which affects them most. 
Nor waste on trifling themes their anxious 

thought ; 
Eager and swift to grasp, at any cost. 
The shadow — fame, though happiness and truth be 

lost. 
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XX. 

But He who judged thee, though his arm be strong, 
Remembered mercy in his wrathful day ; 
And thou dost still thy regal strength prolong, 
Albeit with sceptre of diminished sway : 
What cities, once thy pride, have pass'd away ! 
What dynasties, from Pharaoh to the Turk, 
Hast thou beheld — all, save the last, — decay ! 
There must in thee some secret vigour lurk. 
Which spurns the foot of time, nor heeds the 
spoiler's work. 

XXI. 

Thou didst of old the patriarchs befriend. 
Nor less, against the crafty Herod's hand, 
The virgin and her wondrous child defend. 
And o'er the Christ thy sheltering wings expand : 
What marvel, then, that yet some tokens stand. 
Expressive of thy ancient power ; for still. 
In ways which human wisdom hath not scann'd, 
Thy destiny may serve the Sovereign will, 
His people succour, and his prophet's words fulfil. 
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XXII. 

Now turn, and next intrepid Ishmael view ; 
Offspring of Abr'ham and of Sarah's maid, 
All goodly in his father's eyes he grew, 
But Sarah, with a jealous look, surveyed, 
The vigorous boy ; watchM all he did and said. 
And heard him mock her son, her only care ; 
And then his sire, to cast him forth she bade. 
For he of Egypt's blood possess'd a share, 
And should not Isaac scorn, nor be a Hebrew's heir. 

XXIII. 

Thus Sarah urged, but Abr'ham yielded not, 
Till God assured him he would guide th' event. 
Watch o'er the exiled lad, maintain his lot. 
And be to him a father's sheltering tent ; 
Then, with obedient grief, the patriarch sent 
The child and mother, from his hearth and door. 
And far with them his tender yearnings went ; 
Though scant supplies the anxious Hagar bore, 
A little is enough, if heaven but bless the store. 



c ^ 
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XXIV. 

The parting hour was bitterness to her ; 
Though stem her mistress, and the deed unkind, 
Yet much before her loom'd that must deter, 
And much that still endeared was left behind ; 
The staff, on which her trusting heart reclin'd. 
Was broken then ; yet e'en in deserts wild. 
The Lord can still the wounded spirit bind ; 
She was a mother, and her blooming child 
Restored her breast its solace, and her grief beguil'd. 

XXV. 

Not long they wandered ere distress assailed ; 
She saw her offspring droop, but could not aid. 
His life was ebbing, for the water failed ; 
A mossy bed, beneath a tree she made, 
And there her fainting child the mother laid, 
With nothing but the empty pitcher nigh, 
And spreading branches giving friendly shade ; 
Then left him, for she could not see him die. 
And raised to heaven, — her last resort, — a weeping 
eye. 



Canto II. 47 

XXVI. 

A voice caird — ** Hagar," and she heard the name; 
Who knew her there ? He who doth all things 

know, 
God omnipresent ; and his angel came 
From heights of heaven, to succour her below ; 
She read compassion on his radiant brow ; 
Beheld a fountain, where he stood, unseal'd. 
And bubbling water o'er his footprints flow ; 
She heard the future from his lips reveal'd. 
And knew from him, that Abraham's God was 

IshmaePs shield. 

XXVII. 

That well of life the needful aid supplied ; 
He drank and lived, to her then doubly dear ; 
The sparkling fountain and its rippling tide, 
A constant witness that the Lord was near, 
Made all the wilderness less lone and drear ; 
Fresh bloom sprang up where'er the waters flow'd, 
Nor deem the thought an idle fancy here. 
That gratitude from them, for such they owed, 
Rose frequent up to Him who had the gift bestow'd. 
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XXVIII. 

His sustenance the hardy stripling drew. 
From nature's briaiy and uncultured breast. 
Where thorns were many, but the roses few ; 
Profuse in beauty, though by art undrest. 
Her varied charms his fer\id soul imprest. 
And fed within him the desire to roam ; 
Her sounds the music that he loved the best ; 
The mountain and the rock his cherish'd home ; 
His realm the \\'ildemess, a tent his regal dome. 

XXIX. 

Thus nurs'd he grew, inur'd to danger near, 
And leam'd to reap without the care to sow ; 
To boldly rove where others stepp'd with fear, 
And ruled by terror of the twanging bow ; 
His hand to every hand retum'd the blow, 
And every hand retum'd it to his own ; 
Where'er he could the deadly missile throw. 
He claim'd the spoil, and held his forest throne. 
By all disputed, but subordinate to none. 
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XXX. 

Such was the sire, and such his children now ; 
Four thousand wasting summers have not dried 
Their vital stream, nor check'd its vigorous flow, 
Nor chang'd the current of the purple tide ; 
War, famine, pestilence and all beside. 
That force mankind to languish and to bleed. 
They oft have suffer'd, and as oft defied ; 
For still their arrows in the strife succeed ; 
Their scions spring, and sons repeat the father's deed. 

XXXL 

With heedless eye, these swarthy tribes survey 
A dynasty expired, or fallen throne ; 
The pride of heraldry may all decay. 
They rose before its fitful glory shone. 
And they would flourish if its pomp were gone ; 
They hold no privilege by man's decree. 
But trust for succour in themselves alone ; 
Heaven loosed their bands, and sent them forth 
to be 
Unfettered as the wind, and restless as the sea, 

E 
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XXXII. 

Frail is the house these tameless wanderers rear. 
And yet, while Babel's grandeur strews the plains, 
The Arab's tent securely stands to cheer 
The weary pijgrim that its shelter gains ; 
Its cords and stakes full many a tempest strains, 
And oft it bends, but still survives the gale. 
For providence the fragile house sustains : 
Thus Ishmael's seed endures, their hands prevail. 
And God asserts by them, his word will never fail. 

XXXIII. 

But different was the son to Sarah given, 
The placid Isaac, Abr'ham's promised heir; 
His unexampled birth, the Lord of Heaven, 
On Mamre's plain, descended to declare ; 
His faith was wont celestial fruit to bear ; 
A patient hope his rising fears controU'd, 
Nor greed nor envy gave his soul a care. 
Nor wave of anger o'er his bosom roUM ; 
Lamb-like was he, and rested in a guarded fold. 
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XXXIV. 

When Ishmael mock'd, he mock'd him not again ; 
He murmur'd not, nor show'd a sign of strife, 
When tempted Abr'ham bound him to be slain, 
But meekly bent beneath the lifted knife, — 
A type signific of the Lord of life, — 
That Lamb which God did for us all provide ; 
Who trod on earth a path with sorrows rife, 
And uncomplaining, from his wounded side 

Pour'd forth our cleansing stream, on Calvary, when 
he died ! 

XXXV. 

Did angels, on Moriah's mountain, stand 

To view with wonder, on that solemn day. 

Submissive Isaac, at the Lord's command, 

A youthful life upon his altar lay ? 

And did the scene to them new truth pourtray, 

When God for him another victim gave, 

And rescued from defeated death his prey ? 

Did they conceive from that, how Christ woijd 
save, 

And man obtain his triumph o'er the vanquished 
grave ? 
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XXXVI. 

He loved the rural haunts that charm the muse, 
And walk'd abroad to meditate at eye, 
When western skies were decked with golden hues. 
And dying day prepared the world to leave ; 
The tranquil hour, when softened to receive. 
From what is best, impressions deep and clear. 
Constructive minds their noblest aims achieve ; 
Sweet eve, to lover and to student dear. 
Sad is the drooping heart thy blessings fail to cheer ! 

XXXVII. 

Oft at such hour, to higher walks of bliss 
The soul is borne on adoration's wings. 
And glimpses of a brighter world than this 
Reveal the knowledge of eternal things : 
Oft then the Lord, in whom are all the springs 
Of truth and wisdom, nearer to the view 
Bends down his glory, and descending, brings 
The joys Divine, that mortal strength renew : 
To hearts as gladdening as to thirsty hills the dew. 
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XXXVIII. 

At balmy even, in the fragrant field, 
When nature seems herself to fan the flame. 
And aid the hesitating breast to yield 
A richer gift than friendship ought to claim ; 
At such subduing hour, Rebecca came, 
With graceful mien, and instant from his bow 
Love's arrow flew with well directed aim : 
They met, they loved, for though we know not how 
Hearts often mate at once, with simultaneous glow. 

XXXIX. 

Ne'er yet has Hymen fram'd a rosy bower 
For happier pair, nor from his stores supplied 
A richer bounty, than the nuptial hour 
Bestow'd on Isaac and his youthful bride : 
They launch'd their bark upon a peaceful tide, 
And time far onward smooth'd his fitful stream. 
For them to softly down its current glide ; 
But dangers often lurk where least they seem ; 
And storms may follow close the sunshine's brightest 
gleam. 
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XL. 

Twin sons to grace his princely house were bom, 
A goodly seed, that, in their parents' eyes. 
Grew cheering as the light, and sweet as mom. 
When odours from the dewy mountains rise ; 
But God, who all his chosen followers tries. 
And each as seemeth to his council best. 
Though giving much that envious mortals prize, 
Of priceless sight this patriarch dispossessed ; 
And thus, while blessing, seem'd to leave himself 
unblest. 

XLI. 

O Heaven ! it is a fearful thing to feel 
The beauteous light, decreasing day by day ; 
And thoughts rush on the soul, that make it reel 
Beneath a weight it cannot cast away : 
To see the turf, the flowers, the foliage gay. 
That deck the summer, wear a dingy hue, 
,8 if untimely smitten by decay; 
search the sky, and strive in vain to view 
iron tints again, or scan its vaulted blue. 
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To slowly move, where others swiftly speed 
And restless in the world's great contest vie y 
To lonely stand where busy throngs proceed, 
And flit like shadows past the filmy eye ; 
To stretch the hand when none to grasp is nigh. 
And wonder how we could so far misdeem ; 
To realize the truth, and o'er it sigh. 
That all things are not what to us they seem, — 
This is to know how much of life is but a dream. 



XLIII. 

Yet fairest scenes, when lost to outward sight, 
The memory's inward vision may restore. 
And fancy's pencil, dipp'd in hues of light. 
Can tint them lovelier than they seem'd before ; 
The world may vanish and be seen no more. 
Yet little o'er its loss the heart repine ; 
For mind has powers that other climes explore. 
And as the earthly fade, prospects divine. 
More manifestly view'd, the more attractive shine* 



^6 Patriarchal Days. 



XLIV. 

For twice ten years this patient prince endur'd 
The cross, which wisdom framed for him to bear ; 
Tho' fenc'd from much that might have else allur'd 
His steps astray, and proved a deadly snare ; — 
From much that might have been a source of care. 
And fretted life with sorrow ; — ^he had yet. 
Of grief domestic that peculiar share. 
Which will a lot like his too oft beset ; — 
Deception spread for him a wily-woven net. 

XLV. 

He loved his first-born, and with guileless heart, 
Desired for him the blessing of his line ; 
Rebecca knew, and strove his wish to thwart. 
But full of subtlety was her design ; 
Perchance her reading of the words divine, — 
" The elder shall the younger serve,'* — declared 
Ere either could the parents' choice incline ; — 
Perchance that Isaac more for Esau cared, 
Induced the strategy, which she for Jacob dared. 
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XLVL 

She fixed her love upon the younger child, 
And e'en for him conjugal claims forgot ; 
The Lord dishonour'd, or her spouse beguil'd, 
For his advantage, she regarded not, 
And school'd her offspring, by an artful plot. 
To filch the blessing in his brother's name ; 
But righteous heaven, to mark the offensive blot, 
Breaks off her record at this deed of shame. 
Where silence may the best its just rebuke proclaim. 

XLVII. 

O it was bitter, for thy wife and son 
To mix, and fill for thee the cup of grief; 
For trusted hearts, so cherish'd by thy own. 
To add a sorrow where they owed relief ! 
And when thy pilgrimage might be but brief, 
'Twas aggravated guilt to then deceive 
A husband, father, and forbearing chief : 
Yet they could only teach thy heart to grieve. 
For it was unvindictive still, and could forgive. 
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XLVIII. 

Did those, who could befriend thee, take no heed 
How ^wearily thy tedious years were spent ? 
Or did they stretch the hand thy steps to lead, 
And whither thou wouldst wander with thee went ? 
Ah, did Rebecca of her schemes repent. 
And make atonement for her past deceit ? 
Was it thy wont, at eve to still frequent 
Those rural haunts, in earlier days so sweet. 
And did they, in thy age, still yield a choice retreat ? 

XLIX. 

Perchance thy mind, like the industrious bee. 
Had cuird the s)veets from nature's varied flowers. 
When earlier years were summer-like to thee. 
And on the gathered stores sustained her powers 
Through the long winter of thy darksome hours ; 
Creating for herself a choice domain 
Of thought, and dwelling in its fragrant bowers : 
Ah, didst thou thus from loss extract a gain, 
And, still a monarch, o'er thy deep privation reign ? 
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We only know, that near Beer-sheba's well 
Thy tent continued, and thy flocks were led 
To pastures, where the dews most copious fell ; 
That there the everlasting arms were spread 
For thy defence, and nine-score winters shed 
The snows of eld on thee ; the slow decay 
Of nature's force advancing with hush'd tread, 
Gently as western sunbeams steal away. 
And evening comes to close the drowsy eyes of day. 

LI. 

Where Abr'ham died thou dieds't, on Mamre's 

plain. 
And near to Hebron, in the honoured tomb, 
Where rest thy father's ashes, thine remain, 
Securely sleeping till the hour of doom, 
To wake in joy and everlasting bloom : 
There let th^ wild flower bend in beauty lone. 
And nature's tribute pay in sweet perfume ; 
For such memorial there is fitly shown. 
And art can nothing give, so meet for heaven to own. 
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LIL 

O had a pen been form'd, a writer taught, 
To note thy musings here for us to know ! 
The wish is vain ; yet is thy hallow'd thought 
All treasured in the skies, though lost below. 
And from thy lips, in accents sweet, may flow 
More pure and eloquent, in happier clime 
There to the ransom'd heighten'd bliss bestow 
While seated round, on heavenly mount sublime, 
They hear the themes, which charm'd thee in the 
walks of time. 

LIIL 

Thy lot is mine, be mine thy placid breast. 
Thy fellowship with God, and blissful end ; 
For thou hast long since reach'd the pilgrim's rest ; 
But me, still fears assail and cares attend ; 
Hope must her anchor grasp, and prayer ascend ; 
The hand, that helps to climb the toilsome hill 
And smooth the rugged path, must still befriend, 
And those with me must share the conflict still, 
Whom I can ne'er requite, but heaven most surely 
will. 
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LIV. 

Scenes of my childhood, are ye stiir unchanged ? 
A providence mysterious has from you 
My steps withdrawn, but not my heart estrang'd : 
Is the old hedge, where honey-suckle grew, 
Yet green and fragrant in the morning dew ? 
The sunny primrose-bank, as charming now 
As when I gazed upon its golden hue ? 
And doth the river's stream as gently flow 
As when my boyish thoughts there first began to 
grow? 

LV. 

The change is all in me ; earth is not void, 
But still renews her bloom ; the vernal air 
Replaces what the winter's blast destroy'd, 
And each revolving season yet is fair : 
But I am not, as once, a stroller where. 
In earlier summers, it was joy to be ; 
Yet has m.y loss a recompense ; — I share 
Less converse with thy works, — so dear to me, — 
Creator infinite, and good, but more with Thee. 
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LVL 

Then let no murmur rise, no thought impugn 
Wisdom divine, or harshly judge its ways : 
We see not here as in the light of noon, 
But are as "one that through a mist surveys 
Dim objects, looming in the morning's haze ; 
The scene will brighten in a higher state ; 
The mists dissolve in truths unclouded rays ; 
Who censure most become the most ingrate, 
But wise and happy they, who learn to trust and wait. 
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ARGUMENT, 
AlluBloiiB to Providence, in the birth, and different 
characters, of Esau and Jacob. Esau described, and the 
kingdom of the Edomites. Jacob described ; his flight to 
his uncle Laban, and the principal events of his life, 
especially the Scenes at Bethel and Peniel, dwelt upon. 
His two wives, Leah and Rachel ; and his twelve sons, 
more particularly Judah and Joseph, described. His 
death in Egypt ; the character of his descendants ; and 
their great glory in the latter days. 




L 

)W wonderful the wheels, and strange their 
course, 

That spin the thread of destiny for man ! 
But though we know not each propelling force, 
Nor may their motions with exactness scan. 
Yet all are speeding on the wisest plan, 
And each accomplishing the Will Divine ; 
For as they measure out our little span. 
Their seeming differences at length conibine, 
And when the end is reach'd, evolve a bright design. 
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11. 

Two nations sprang within Rebecca's womb ; 
Two peoples from that fount parental rose ; 
And ominous of bitter strife to come, 
The children struggled in the mother's throes, 
A broad distinction marked the paths they chose : 
On many a plain their offspring met to bleed. 
And parted as they met, still deadly foes ; 
Their names, whei;eever men their history read, 
A different type betoken, and a different creed. 



III. 

A red and hairy man the elder born. 
Preferred the mountain, and the forest glade ; 
Braced on his weapons at the dewy mom, 
And chased the bounding prey till evening shade ; 
Nor less he loved, in warrior's garb arrayed. 
To wield the falchion and to hurl the dart ; 
Of God unmindful, from his precepts strayed ; 
Kept not his ways from heathen rites apart ; 
But wed the Canaanite, and grieved his father's heart. 
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IV. 

Lightly he prized what others value most, 
And e'en his birthright to his brother sold ; 
Regardless, till the blessing too was lost, 
How precious was the boon he fail'd to hold ; 
Ah, then, not tears, though in profusion rolPd, 
Nor loud entreaties and imploring cries. 
The eloquence of sorrow uncontroll'd, 
Regain'd him favour in the Lord's pure eyes. 
Nor won the blessing back, which he had dared 
despise. 

V. 

Thy brother shall the choicest gifts obtain ; 
Thus Isaac spake, — for he is bless'd indeed ; 
Yet shall thy sword a high dominion gain. 
And thy vast herds in dewy pastures feed ; 
But thine at last shall bow to Jacob's seed. 
He heard in anger what his father said. 
And in his heart a purpose fell decreed, 
To slay his brother when their sire was dead ; 
But Jacob, timely warn'd, to 'scape his vengeance 
fled. 

F 
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VI. 

Yet royalty was in this prince of Seir ; 

For when, at length, on that dire purpose bent, 

He march'd, and arm'd with deadly sword and 

spear, 
Four hundred sturdy warriors with him went, 
A listening ear to mercy's voice he lent, 
Whose gentle angel close beside him kept. 
And turn'd his spirit from its dark intent ; 
His harmless falchion in the scabbard slept ; 
Each greeted with a kiss, and both the brothers wept. 

VII. 

No more had Edom such triumphant hour ; 
The sire, the mother, and the children bow'd. 
In meek obeisance to his lordly power ; 
Jacob, with heart sincere, his gifts bestow'd. 
And equal grace unfeigning Esau shew'd : 
What harvests of delight mankind might reap. 
If thus the seeds of amity they sow'd ; 
The tide of woe would straiter channel keep, 
And tears have fewer fountains, if the sword could 
sleep ! 
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VIII. 

But Esau by the sword built up his throne,^ 
And, by the sword devoured, his kingdom fell ; 
Oft had his sons to answer groan with groan ; • 
Oft shed their gore their native rills to swell, 
And Selah's lofty rock still stands to tell 
How, cast in fury from its height, they strew'd, 
In ghastly heaps below, the crimson dell : 
E'en the last remnant of the race pursued 
The course of vengeance, and increas'd the scenes of 
blood. 

IX. 

The Lord in Edom's vales the winepress trod. 
And came from Bozrah with his garments dyed ; 
There travelled in his strength th' avenging God, 
And there the footprints of his wrath abide ; 
The fountain of its fattening dews is dried ; 
No more upon its plains the harvest waves, 
But vipers o'er the arid region glide. 
And loathsome dragons haunt its rocky caves ; — 
A land of desolation and unheeded graves. 
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X. 

Such is the doom of Esau, he hath none 
To draw his falchion, or to bend his bow ; 
The dukes have vanish'd from his mountain throne ; 
The glor}' faded from his haughty brow ; 
His branches wither in the dust below ; 
His seed the chambers of corruption hide : — 
So shall the godless be, as he is now ; 
They build on sand, and their foundations slide ; 
Grasp at a shadow, and in vanity confide. 



XI. 

The younger brother was of smoother mould. 
More apt before the storms of life to bend ; 
His hand, at birth, of Esau's heel had hold ; 
As eager then to grapple and contend ; 
Bold what he had, to vigorously defend. 
And what he lack'd, as skilful to obtain; 
In every purpose mindful of the end. 
Nor less intent to seize a present gain, 
And even things adverse, to his advantage strain. 
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XIL 

His mother's craft his youthful steps misled, 
By means deceitful, to accomplish good ; 
To take the blessing in his brother's stead, 
He practised guile, and guile his steps pursu'd ; 

' His path uneven was with thorns bestrew'd ; 
And bitterly he reap'd what he had sown ; 
In sorrow often bow'd, yet unsubdu'd, 
In change and peril oft, yet not overthrown ; 

Though weak, girt with unconquer'd strength, but 
not his own. 

XIII. 

To Haran, from his brother's wrath, he fled ; 
And sleeping on the plain of Luz at night, 
A stone his pillow, and the turf his bed. 
The sleeper dream'd, and lo ! before his sight, 
A ladder rose from earth to heaven's blue height ; 
Angels, with noiseless footsteps, throng'd the stair ; 
Some climbing to the realms of joy and light. 
And some descending to this world of care ; 
Above it stood the Lord, sublimely glorious there. 
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XIV. 

I am thy father's God, th' Almighty said ; 
The land whereon thou sleepest shall be thine ; 
Thy numerous seed, from north to south, shall 

spread 
From spring of morning to the day's decline ; 
The tribes of men, in thee and in thy line, 
Shall all be bless'd to time's remotest days ; 
My providence shall be thy shield divine ; 
Guided and kept by me, in all thy ways. 
Thou shalt return, and in this land record my praise, 

XV, 

The scene departed, as the speaker ceas'd ; 
The sleeper woke, and trembling shook his frame ; 
Silence and night the solemn dread increas'd ; 
He rose as morning lit her orient flame ; 
His quicken'd soul conceiv'd a nobler aim. 
And deeply ponder'd on a loftier theme ; 
Endeared and sacred thence the place became. 
The house of God, the gate of heaven to him. 
And there his hafids a pillar rear'd, to mark the dream. 
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XVI. 

That dream has fled, but not the truths it taught ; 
These still with us remain, and ever will ; 
For who would banish from his breast the thought, 
That guardian angels yet on earth fulfil 
Appointed missions, and are near us still ; 
Some come, some go,, some watch where we abide ; 
Some stem the current of the stream of ill ; 
Some bear us up when buffeting its tide ; 
Love prompts their ministry, and wisdom is its guide. 



XVII. 

What though amid the din of worldly strife, 
We hear them not, nor can their forms discry. 
Yet spirits, on the verge of heavenly life, 
In death's still chamber oft behold them nigh ; 
And who, but they, bring from the glorious sky 
That blended sweetness of the voice and lyre. 
Which earthly harmonies can ne'er supply ; — 
Transporting sounds, that holy joy inspire, 
And charm departing souls to join the upper choir ! 
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XVIII. 

The flocks were gathered at the accustom'd well. 
The swains were grouping there, and on the ground 
Extended shadows from the palm trees fell, 
When weary Jacob reach'd his journey's bound ; 
There Rachel, as she call'd her sheep around 
To drink the water, which a stranger drew, 
A kinsman, and an ardent lover found ; 
The shepherdess was fair, the lover true. 
And happy is the age which can such scenes renew. 



XIX. 

Laban, her father, hail'd his sister's son. 
And with rejoicing forth to meet him went ; 
Kindred they were, and not in blood alone. 
For equally to thrift and cunning bent. 
Their secret bosoms had a like intent ; 
But yet their natures, of one earthly mould, 
For peace and concord were too closely blent ; 
Each in the other could himself behold. 
And ponder'd on the likeness till the heart grew cold. 
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XX. 

In this they differed ; sordid Laban knew 
To toil for pelf, and cared no more to know ; 
But Jacob's soul was struggling to pursue 
Sublimer knowledge, though its growth was slow ; 
The germ was chok'd with weeds that spring below, 
And lack'd the strength to make a vigorous shoot, 
Nor would its flower in such a climate blow ; 
For how can heavenly plant bear goodly fruit 
In soil where mammon delves, and cuts its spreading 
root ? 

XXI. 

Laban's two daughters were of different mien, 
Yet Jacob's wives at length they both became : 
Leah had not beauty, but a mind serene. 
Confiding, and in every change the same ; 
Truth has assign'd to her a stainless name ; 
A fruitful vine was she, with honours crown'd. 
Such as bestow imperishable fame ; 
A root primeval of the Branch renown'd ; 
A mother, she, whom half the tribes of Israel own'd. 
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XXIL 

Rachel, the younger, was of charms possessed, 
Such as young love ensnare, and hold him fast. 
If once beheld, indelibly imprest ; 
And Jacob's favour upon her was cast ; 
For her, the summer's heat and winter's blast 
He bore, her brother's spite, her father's greed ; 
Toil arduous, and deception unsurpass'd ; 
Yet love gave toilsome years a swifter speed. 
And cares were joys to him, when Rachel was the 
meed. 

XXIII. 

At length, his spirit by contention worn. 
The prudent chieftain his departure plann'd : 
His staff alone to Haran he had borne, 
But vast his substance when he left the land. 
For God had greatly bless'd his toiling hand : 
He joumey'd, in the .words divine confiding, 
At Bethel spoken in that vision grand, 
Whose memories sweet were still with him abiding, 
And angels on his path assur'd the Lord was guiding. 
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XXIV. 

He reach'd the borders of the land of Seir, 
And messengers of peace to Esau sent ; 
They brought him tidings that excited fear ; 
His brother still retained his fell intent, 
His spear was lifted, and his bow was bent ; 
No word in answer had he deign'd to say. 
But let his deeds reveal the evil meant ; 
And with four hundred men, that very day, 
The wrathful chief advanced, to intercept his way. 



XXV. 

This Jacob heard in fear, but not despair ; 
His sin had found him out ; at once he view'd 
His peril, and to heaven preferred his prayer : 
As on the margin of a rock he stood. 
That beetles o'er a swift and angry flood. 
Whose nearest billow may disclose a grave ; 
Yet all he did that man in danger should. 
Arranged his bands as would the wise and brave, 
And sent his brother gifts, but trusted God to save. 
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XXVI. 

His servants, with the numerous gifts he chose, 
Passed on, while Jacob with the company stay'd 
Near Jabbok's ford : but in the night he rose. 
And 'neath the covert of its friendly shade, 
His wives, his sons, and all with him convey'd 
Across the brook ; thus was he left alone ; 
Perchance to watch, of Esau's spies afraid ; 
Perchance in secret his distress to moan ; 
And there he met, and grappled with a man unknown. 

XXVII. 

They wrestled till the dawn of day was nigh. 

As foe may struggle with opposing foe ; 

Then touched that wondrous man the patriarch's 

thigh, 
And the touched sinew shrank ; — now let me go 
For morning breaks, the stranger said ; — not so, 
Responded Jacob, though my strength may fail. 
Except thou bless me, I will answer — no ; 
My earnest prayer shall still thine ear assail. 
And thou shalt never go until my suit prevail. 
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XXVIII. 

What is thy name ? enquired the angel then ; 
Jacob, — replied the suppliant chief : but thou 
Art prevalent, he said, with God and men ; 
A mighty prince ; thy name be Israel now : 
At this the patriarch cried, — yet still bestow 
One blessing more ; to me thy name declare : 
Why seek, thus he rejoin'd, my name to know ? 
And spake no more in answer to the prayer ; 
But Israel knew the stranger then, who bless'd him 
there. 

XXIX. 

Alone with God had Jacob wept and pray'd, 
Pour'd his complaint, and made his sorrows known ; 
The needful comfort, courage, strength and aid. 
Were all obtained, when left with God alone : 
And with like favour to his servant shown. 
That covenant-angel, on life's weary road, 
When souls distressed beneath their burden groan, 
Still meets the mourners, and removes their load ; 
For all receive his grace, who plead alone with God. 
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XXX. 

Bright o'er Peniel rose the joyous sun, 
For such that morning Jacob named the place ; 
Before its splendour, roU'd the shadows dun 
Of lingering night, and fled from earth apace ; 
A cheering emblem of that heavenly grace, 
Which, rising in his soul, the patriarch hail'd ; 
And straightway to behold his brother's face 
He went, though halt, without a fear assail'd, 
For man can daunt him not, who hath with God 
prevail'd. 

XXXI. 

As icebergs, parted by a furious blast. 
Though tempests long the voyagers detain, 
Conducted to a sunnier clime at last, 
Will melt in southern seas, and blend again ; 
So met at length those long-divided twain. 
And pour'd adown their cheeks a tearful flood ; 
The frozen barriers could no more restrain 
The gushing springs, that would not be withstood ; 
A brother each embraced, a brother only view'd. 
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XXXII. 

Affection triumph'd o'er the hostile spear, 
And gifts and courtesies made blest the day ; 
His rancour perish'd in the Lord of Seir, 
And Jacob's deep mistrust all pass'd away ; 
So much of ill one genial hour can slay, 
And joy abound, when God hath touch'd the heart ; 
Oft may such hours recur, who would not say ? — 
They parted soon, again to dwell apart. 
And different courses trace, on life's important chart. 



XXXIII. 

Esau return'd unto his mountain home. 
The interest of his rising throne to guard ; 
And train his offspring in that path to roam. 
Which all who traverse surely find it hard : 
But Israel set his face still Canaan-ward ; 
By sharp experience taught, to keep subduM 
That cunning which his sweets of life had marr'd ; 
Resolved so vile a foe should ne'er intrude. 
To taint Peniel's gracious fruit, a heart renew'd. 
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XXXIV. 

His father's God, to all he promised — true, 
Fail'd not to guide, to succour and restrain ; 
Nor hid his face, nor once his shield withdrew, 
Till Israel's t«nt was spread on Bethel's plain. 
And where he bless'd him first, there bless'd again ; 
Long years and many a troubled scene had pass'd. 
Since weary Jacob there his head had lain : 
And what remained ? fear not, frail man, but cast 
Thy burden upon Him, whose strength will ever last. 



XXXV. 

Cheerless his heart, and wretched is his lot, 
Who, wandering heedless thro' this world of toil, 
Finds not, nor cares to seek, a sacred spot, 
Where God may meet him with a friendly smile : 
Yet not alone within the pillar'd aisle. 
That rings with tones which lofty praise express. 
But whereso'er, though lacking form and style, 
The soul in penitence vents her distress, 
A Bethel may be found, and there the Lord will bless. 



Canto III. 8 1 



XXXVI. 

When journeying Israel next removed his tent, 
Fair Rachel travail'd, and her grief was rife ; 
Son of my sorrow, as her spirit went, 
She named her child, in nature's final strife. 
And yielded up her own to give him life : 
Death smote her rudely, with a tyrant's power ; 
Severed the vital thread with keenest knife ; 
Consumed her beauty in its fullest flower, 
And suffered not her charms to know a fading hour. 

XXXVII. 

They buried her in Ephrath, where she died. 
And Israel on her grave a pillar plac'd ; 
The stone has perish'd in time's wasting tide, 
But her sweet memory lives, still unerased, 
A monument that time can never waste ; 
And near the precincts where her dust is sleeping. 
While the rapt prophet's pen his vision trac'd, 
For Bethlehem's slaughtered babes he heard her 
weeping, 
As if her spirit there was mournful vigil keeping. 

G 
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XXXVIII. 

Twelve sons this patriarch had, a group that show'd 
What varied traits may mark a kindred race ; 
Some were unstable as a changing cloud ; 
Some, dark and fell, reveal'd the adder's trace ; 
Some like the lion springing from his place, 
And some were goodly as the mountain hind ; 
One had a princely soul, a regal grace, 
The ornament of them who rule mankind ; . 
And one, the meek endurance of a gentle mind. 

XXXIX. 

This gentle one was lovely Rachel's child ; , 
Perchance in him his mother s beauty shone, 
And that perchance the father's heart beguil'd ; 
And when she wither'd in the grave, it won 
His strong affection to her first-born son ; 
But this provoked his scornful brethren's hate. 
And envy in their breasts its work begun ; 
Still more, the youth had ventured to relate 
Some dreams, which seem'd prognostic of his high 
estate. 
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XL. 

Sent by their sire, good-will to them he brought, 
But him they ruthlessly to strangers sold ; 
Then slew a kid, and dipt in blood his coat, 
In hope no more their brother to behold ; 
With breasts to every kindly feeling cold, 
They took the garment to their father's tent. 
And specious falsehoods to deceive him told : 
The heart of Israel at the sight was rent, 
And o'er the gory token rose his loud lament. 

XLI. 

Joseph is dead, the stricken father cried. 
Some ravenous beast has made my son its prey ; 
The fountain of his earthly joy was dried ; 
The flower that bloom'd to solace his decay. 
The cherish'd hope of his declining day. 
Had perish'd, blasted by a sudden frost ; 
The shaft had sped, which lacks the power to slay. 
But wounds the keenest, and is dreaded most ; 
The child he loved was then to him the loved and 
lost. 
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XLII. 

The circling seasons sped, and changes brought ; 
A mighty famine rose, the grain was sown, 
But vainly for the golden ear they sought ; 
And God through Canaan was in judgment known : 
Great had the riches of the patriarch grown, 
And yet he needed food ; our daily bread 
Is gathered from the hand of heaven alone ; 
For he, whose bounty hath the sparrow fed. 
In every age doth man's more ample table spread. 



XLIIL 

Israel to Egypt sent his sons for corn, 
But Benjamin retained, for he was dear ; 
The child of Rachel's grief, his youngest born ; 
They brought him tidings he was moved to hear; — 
The lord of Egypt is a man austere, 
They said, roughly he spake, declared us spies. 
And much enquired, exciting much our fear ; 
Bade Simeon to be bound before our eyes. 
And Benjamin must go when next we need supplies. 
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XLIV. 

Joseph is not, Simeon in Egypt bound, 
And Benjamin required ; — the last of woes 
Hath surely come, and now with grief profound, 
My hoary hairs must wait the grave's repose ; — 
Thus, as they ceas'd, their father's wailing rose ; 
Dim was the light, and he could only read 
His pilgrimage approached a darkening close : 
But still the famine slackened not its speed. 
And the gaunt monster urged again the claims of need. 



XLV. 

They went the second time, and unto thee, 
O Judah, did the sire his child resign ; 
His surety thou, and when impeach'd was he, 
By Egypt's lord, the eloquence was thine ; 
Which, breath'd directly from a source divine, 
Restored him, guiltless, to that sire's embrace ; 
Fit head thou art of the Messiah's line ; 
That only Surety for our sinful race, 
Our never-failing Pleader at the throne of grace. 
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XLVI. 

The travellers retum'd with tidings glad, 
Joseph was yet alive, the lost was found ; 
Vice-regal power o'er all that Pharoah had, 
He held, with honour and abundance crown*d ; 
Then Israel's spirit at the joyful sound 
Revived, and with parental ardour moved, 
He journey'd forth, for distant Egypt bound, 
With all his house, to greet his son belov'd ; 
Affection bade him go, and heaven his steps approved. 

XLVII. 

Fair as the star that gilds its primal hour, 
And sweet as odours on the breath of mom, 
Was Joseph's virtue, — an unsullied flower : 
Beneath his father's smile, or brethren's scorn ; 
Caress'd by fondness, or in slavery worn ; 
When struggling with a wanton's lustful will ; 
When drooping in a captive's cell, forlorn ; 
When wielding kingly power, — in good or ill, 
Howe'er extreme, — unswerving, meek, and spotless 
still. 



Canto III. 87 



XLVIII. 

His touching history, on the truthful page, 
Time never can impair, and need not aid ; 
It charms our childhood, and instructs our age, 
And fiction's florid lines beside it fade ; 
His path conducts us, through its light and shade, 
In every step, to trace the hand divine, 
And view the chain of providence displayed ; 
Strange are th' events, but all the links combine, 
And grace and wisdom there with equal lustre shine. 



XLIX. 

He, studious what the needs of age require. 
Smoothed life's declivity, its cares dispelled. 
And fed with bounteous hand his hoary sire ; 
Israel, thus cherish'd in the years of eld. 
When grosser passions of the breast are quell'd. 
In sage experience grew, and ripen'd thought ; 
The past was in reflection's glass beheld ; 
The future to his ken prophetic brought, 
And deep in lore divine, his soul maturely taught. 
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The wicked and idolatrous possessed 

The land, by promise to his fathers given, 

And he, perforce, whom God's own voice had 

bless'd, 
Heir of the gift, was from its borders driven, 
With alj for which his toiling hand had striven ; 
No hoof was left, no witness there remained, 
To raise a stone, or breathe a prayer to heaven ; 
The patriarch's dust alone that land contained, 
Ah, would their children's heritage be ere regain'd ! 

LI. 

The watchful angel who had him redeem'd 
From all the evil which his life beset. 
And turn'd to 'vantage what disastrous seem'd, 
Strengthen'd, directed, and consol'd him yet : 
No lingering bitterness remain'd to fret 
His spirit, waiting for her flight sublime ; 
Unmov'd th' advancing steps of death he met ; 
A victor, on the utmost verge of time, 
Equipp'd for nobler service in a loftier clime. 
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LII. 

He lean'd upon his staff, in worship bowing, 
And caird his sons his latest words to hear ; 
He read the future, God such gift bestowing ; 
Foretold to all, and some in tones severe, 
Their tribes' distinctive features and career ; 
The muse celestial swept his sacred lyre. 
And breath'd the accents of a purer sphere : 
His numbers still the tuneful mind inspire ; 
And still his pristine song reveals the heavenly fire. 



LIII. 

To each the father and the prophet spake, 
And all in silence heard the solemn strain ; 
They watch'd his soul her earthly tent forsake, 
And death's dread stillness bade them to retain 
Those farewell words they could not -hear again : 
They bore him to Machpelah's distant cave, - 
For not in Egypt might his dust remain ; 
He buried Leah there, and in that grave 
His children buried him, for such command he gave. 
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LIV. 

His voice is hush'd, but little else is gone, 
So much of him is living in his race ; 
Though not in Salem now have they a throne, 
For spoilers vile have marr'd her ancient grace, 
And Gentiles long profan'd the holy place : 
And though the despot's rage and scomer's tongue 
Combine, to plunder, taunt them, and debase. 
Yet still they conquer, by enduring wrong ; 
In desperation, hope, and are in weakness, strong. 



LV. 

They hope in God, nor shall that hope be vain ; 
For he, who rose of old to quell in fight 
Their father's stubborn foes, shall rise again 
To crush th' oppressor, and his deeds requite : 
Beware, ye boasters in an arm of might. 
Lest Babel's doom be yours, and on you rest 
Unbroken silence and perpetual night ; 
For Israel's lot is by his seed possessed. 
And whoso curses them is curs'd ; who blesses, blest. 
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LVI. 

The fate of nations is entwin'd with their's, 
And they are found in all, yet blent with none ; 
The people's tumults and the ruler's cares 
Shall still, like ocean's restless waves, roll on, 
The next advancing ere the last be gone, 
Till every spoiler shall his prey release ; 
Till Israel's prince, restor'd to Judah's throne. 
Shall hush the strife and bid the carnage cease ; 
And out of Zion flow the healing streams of peace. 



LVII. 

Kings of the east, your country sighs for you ; 
The land wherein your fathers' ashes sleep. 
Where angels wont appear to human view. 
And eyes divine their constant vigil keep ; 
That land is languishing from plain to steep. 
To hail your advent, your return to greet ; 
That land is gathering from the sky and deep. 
Rich stores for you, and hoarding blossoms sweet, 
To shower the golden fruit abundant at your feet. 
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LVIIL 

The Lord an ensign for your tribes shall raise, 
And Salem in her beauteous robes attire ; 
Your joyful songs shall fill her courts with praise, 
Your fingers wake the music of her lyre ; 
The living word your breasts with zeal inspire ; 
Your voices, to the listening world, proclaim 
Messiah's triumphs with a tongue of fire ; 
Publish to all salvation in his name. 
And consummate the work for which to earth he 
came. 




Canto iV. 



ARGUMENT. 

The history of Job, as stated in the Bible ; his lamen- 
tation, and the controversy with his three friends, Eliphaz, 
Bildad, and Zophar ; Elihu's address ; Grod speaking from 
the whirlwind ; and Job's replies, dwelt upon. The ulti- 
mate prosperity of Job, and reflections on his character. 
The influence of the faith and lives of the Patriarchs. 
The Holy Spirit addressed ; the great triumphs ascribed to 
his agency ; and the blessings which Messiah, the seed of 
Israel, shall bestow upon the world. 




I. 
SWEET was the season when beneath the 
Wi palm, 
The hoary sages of the east reclin*d ; 
And, studious, strove in disquisition calm. 
From truth's untrodden fields to store the mind ; 
They searched the Almighty in his works to find, 
And view him in his providence expressed ; 
Such was the task to reason's youth assign'd, 
And Syria's sons her budding charms confess'd, 
Long ere philosophy became Athena's guest. 
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II. 

Thus, while in Egypt, Israel's children dwelt. 
And shepherded their flocks, in Goshen fed. 
The light of truth advanced, its power was felt 
By faithful hearts, and heavenly knowledge spread ; 
Men rose on whom the Spirit's dew was shed ; 
The Lord reserv'd himself a chosen band, 
Watch'd by his eye, and by his counsel led : 
Of such was Job, the man of Uz, a land 
That border'd where the towers of old Damascus 
stand. 

III. 

A prince was he, unmatched in all the east ; 
For him the rock in rivers pour'd its oil ; 
His spreading substance with the years increased ; 
The heavens bent o'er him a benignant smile, 
And shed their fatness to enrich his soil : 
A man, in all he did and said, sincere. 
Who turn'd his footsteps from the paths of guile ; 
Rejoic'd the Lord to honour and revere. 
And in his perfect heart retained a godly fear. 
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IV. 

His sons were seven, his blooming daughters three ; 
The sons were wont to banquet, each his day, 
The daughters join'd in their festivity ; 
Mirth was the guest they wooed to longest stay. 
And sparkling vine-fruit sped the hours away : 
But, fearing they had sinn'd, their father pray*d 
When each feast ended, at the dawning ray. 
And proper victims on the altar laid ; 
Thus, duly, Job for them his intercession made. 



There was a day, for such there are in heaven". 
When the vice-gerents of his sovereign sway, 
To whom the Lord hath regal sceptres given. 
Angelic princes, stood in bright array 
Before the throne, his high behests t' obey : 
The throne is crystal, and through heaven supplies 
The cloudless light of everlasting day ; 
A sapphire pavement underneath it lies, 
And o'er it bends an emerald bow, in amber skies. 
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VI. 

In that bright throng, before the ciystal throne, 
Stood Satan, too, among th' angelic race ; 
His glory once like theirs, transcendent shone, 
But sin had stampM its tokens on his face. 
And strangely darkened his primeval grace ; 
He stood, as stands a pine with branches bare, 
And riven trunk that shows the lightning's trace ; 
On which in vain may breathe the vernal air, 
For never more shall spring a bud of beauty there. 

VII. 

He led the primal rebels on their path. 
And first unbarr'd the gloomy gates of hell ; 
He first to earth brought misery and wrath, 
Where peace and happiness were wont to dwell ; 
He heard in heaven that day its music swell ; 
Beheld its cherubim in worship bow. 
But still unsoften'd, and in purpose fell. 
Amidst them stood with an unbending brow, 
And God inquired of him, — Satan, whence comest 
thou? 
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VIII. 

A wanderer from the earth I come, said he ; 
I've traversed there the mountain and the glen, 
And every coast explored, and every sea. 
The Lord rejoined, — Hast thou considered, then. 
My perfect servant. Job, the best of men. 
Who feareth me, and evil doth eschew ? 
To him the subtle fiend replied again. 
Doth Job fear God for naught, and good pursue ? 
Is not thy hedge set round him, and his substance 
too? 

IX. 

His growing riches every year expand 
Beneath thy blessing, and increase apace ; 
But stretch upon them a destructive hand, 
Remove thy hedge, withdraw thy guardian grace, 
And Job, despoird, will curse thee to thy face. 
To him the Lord responded, — From this day 
All, save himself, within thy power I place. 
And o'er his substance vast extend thy sway : 
Then ceas'd the voice divine, and Satan went his way. 

H 
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X. 

The sons of Job, as oft their wont before, 
Met in their brother's house to feast again ; 
But evil tidings reached their father s door, 
And thus the messengers pursued their strain. 

Thy oxen, as the peaceful share they drew, 
Thy asses, also, that were pasturing near. 
The fell Sabeans seized ; thy servants slew ; 
And I alone escaped the robbers' spear. 

Ere this had ceas'd to speak, a second came ; — 
The lightning has consumed thy flocks, he cried ; 
Their shepherds, too, have perish'd in the flame, 
And I alone escaped the death they died. 

Close after this, a third as quickly sped. 
And told as woeful news ; — the Chaldean hordes 
Have seiz'd thy camels ; left thy servants dead ; 
And I alone escaped their ruthless swords. 

A fourth arriv'd, and made his tidings known ; — 
Thy sons had met to feast : the mansion fell ; 
A tempest from the desert smote it down, 
And I alone escaped, their doom to telU 
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XI. 

Then Job his mantle rent, in grief extreme ; 
His sons had found a dread sepulchral urn : 
His princely wealth had vanished like a dream, 
And thoughts were kindled that the bosom burn ; 
Yet still he worshipped while he bent to mourn : 
Naked, said he, from out the womb I came. 
And naked to the earth shall I return ; 
Vain are the wind, the robber, and the flam.e ; 
The Lord hath taken what He gave, — bless'd be his 
name. 

xn. 

Thus was the accuser foil'd, yet unsubdu'd, 
Unwearied, unabashed ; and on the day 
When heaven's archangels met again, he stood 
Before the throne among the bright array : 
Whence comest thou ? the Lord then deign'd tosay ; 
And Satan answered, — From the earth I come ; 
Through all its regions have I sped my way, 
Surveyed its plains in barrenness and bloom, 
And traversed every zone in sunlight and in gloom. 
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XIII. 

Hast thou observ'd, said God, that righteous still 
My servant Job remains, albeit thou. 
Without a cause, hast wrought him grievous ill ? 
The fiend responded, skin for skin I know, 
Yea all he hath will man for life bestow ; 
His sons have perish'd, and his wealth is gone, 
But lift thy hand again, and let the blow 
Descend upon himself ; smite flesh and bone, 
And Job will curse thee to thy face when that is done. 

XIV. 

The Lord thus answer'd him, — Renew the strife, 
My servant is subjected to thy will, 
With this reserve, thou may'st not take his life. 
His chain was loosed, and eager to fulfil 
His purpose dire, and prove his hellish skill, 
Satan sped down to earth ; then straight began 
In Job the stinging virus to instill; 
Which through his veins in swift profusion ran, 
And thick with angry boils o'er spread th' afflicted 
maUt. 
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XV. 
Bereft of comfort, most intense his pain, 
And ashes form'd the bed on which he laid : 
Still dost thou thine integrity retain ? 
Exclaim'd his wife ; curse God and die, she said : 
But he rebuked her, and this answer made ; 
Foolish thy words; shall we from God have good, 
And not of evil too ? — Thus Job displayed 
His trust in heaven, and perfect rectitude ; 
The Lord was honoured still, and Satan still with- 
stood. 

XVI. 

The tongue of rumour, and her numerous bands, 
Soon spread the tale of sorrow widely round ; 
And him to comfort came, from different lands, 
Three chosen friends, for wisdom much renown'd ; 
But when they saw his wretchedness profound, 
His loathsome aspect, and his couch unclean, 
A sudden horror did their souls astound ; 
They rent their robes, wept o'er the piteous scene, 
And knew him not, so changM from what he once 
had been. 
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XVII. 

Before them lay a problem hard to solve ; 
A change so fearful, and in time so brief, 
Must doubtless a mysterious cause involve : 
Seven days and nights, around the smitten chief. 
They sat upon the dust o'erwhelm'd with grief; 
No word from them the solemn silence broke ; 
No moan escap'd to give the breast relief; 
But all sat mutely pondering o'er his stroke 
For seven long days and nights, — then thus the 
sufferer spoke : 

XVIII. 

Let blackness seize the day when I was born ; 
No lingering' star its morning skies adorn : 
Let not the light regard it from on high ; 
No voice salute it save the mourners-' cry : 
Nor let a mirthful song its evening cheer; 
But darkness blot it from the circling year. 
Be such its curse, be one unbroken gloom. 
The day that shut not up my mother's womb. 
Why did her breasts to me their nurture give, 
And fond caresses teach me how to live ? 
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Why was I solaced on a parent's knee, 
And care bestowed to shield and succour me ? 
O, had I early died and slept with those 
That in dark chambers of the earth repose ; 
With counsellors and kings, the wise and great, 
Entombed in honour and sepulchral state ; 
Or, born untimely, sunk at once to night, 
And found a grave ere I beheld the light ! 
For there the wicked from contention cease. 
And there the weary rest in sacred peace ; 
There fear and sorrow are alike unknown, 
None hears th' oppressor's voice, or heeds his frown ; 
There equal lie the monarch and the slave ; 
For all degrees must vanish in the grave. 
Why lives a man whose every heaving breath 
Repeats his prayer, and supplicates for death ; 
Who searcheth for the tomb, as for a store 
Of secret treasure, and desires it more ? 
Why must he here prolong his suffering day. 
When light is hid, and God has closed his way ? 
My streaming tears are mingled with my food, 
My cry resoundeth like a roaring flood ; 
All that I fear'd has come, and sorrows roll 
In angry billows o'er my sinking soul. 
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XIX. 

His speech provok'd his silent friends to wage 
Debate, and seem'd their mouths with words to fill ; 
First spake Eliphaz, Teman's princely sage, 
And wielded his censorious darts with skill ; 
Bildad, the Shuhite, like a mountain rill, 
Pour'd forth his caustic periods, mixed with gall ; 
But Zophar, grave, Naamath's son, more still. 
Less copiously replied, and he withal 
Displayed an eloquence of somewhat softer fall. 



XX. 

With these a lengthy argument ensued. 
For him with keen rebuke they each assail'd : 
Where now, they reason'd, is his rectitude ? 
How soon his boasted confidence has fail'd; 
The touch of sorrow hath his spirit quail'd ; 
For who hath prosper'd that put on disguise, 
Or who with God contended and prevailed ? 
Shall he, who is of yesterday be wise ? 
Shall mortal man be holy in his Maker's eyes ? 
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XXI. 

They had beheld the wicked, full of bloom, 
Spread forth his branches to the sunny skies; 
And they had seen the days of trouble come, 
When, like a rush bereft of moist supplies. 
He droop'd and wither'd, never more to rise : 
A spider's web the object of his trust ; 
His refuge, like the hypocrite's, was lies ; 
His habitation crumbled into dust, 
And on the silent mound they read that God is just. 



XXIL 

Not so the righteous ; firm his house remained ; 
The dew upon his branch abundant laid ; 
His bloom was fruitful, and his hopes attained ; 
His dutious offspring rose their sire to aid ; 
Revolving years still brightening honours paid. 
As light increases round the steps of morn ; 
And full of days, with silvery crown displayed, 
He droop'd, as glorious as a sheaf of corn 
Cut ripe, and with rejoicing to the garner borne. 
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XXIII. 

God's arrows fall where he appoints they should, 
And the plain voice of every age declares 
He smites the wicked, and upholds the good ; 
The crafty in their own devices snares, » 
But shields the righteous, and the guiltless spares : 
Wisdom profound supports his lofty throne ; 
Boundless his empire, and for all he cares 
With watchful eye, yet gives account to none. 
Of aught his will determines, or his hand hath done. 



XXIV. 

But breathe to him, O Job, the suppliant's prayer. 
Thus urged his friends ; thy secret faults confess. 
And with meek spirit his correction bear ; 
Then will he hear, and succour thy distress, 
For God delights the penitent to bless : 
Thy sorrows like a brook shall glide away. 
And- songs of praise returning joys express ; 
A li^ht, increasing to the perfect day, 
Shine on thy path, and cheer thee with benignant ray. 
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XXV. 

Frequent to them the sorrowing chief replied, 
And frequent unto God his prayer addressed ; 
For death, for death alone, the sufferer cried, 
This was the boon he sought, his sole request ; 
But still th* Almighty's hand upon him pressed. 
And still his watchful eyes were o'er him bent. 
And no escape he found, and knew no rest ; 
Dire dreams to scare him in the night were sent, 
And all the day in unavailing anguish spent. 



XXVI. 

The innocent may feel affliction's dart ; 
But must be be condemn'd and unforgiven. 
Without a friendly voice to sooth his smart, 
Because the mighty God that decks the heaven, 
The world's Creator, with his dust hath striven ? 
What more than censure, under friendship's guise. 
Can aggravate the wound the heart has riven ? 
And when depressed the tender spirit lies, 
Keen is reproach from those who ought to sympathise. 
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XXVIL 

Man's days are few, and full of grief his lot ; 
He springeth like a flower, as such he dies ; 
Flees like a shadow, and continues not : 
The tree may fall, and yet new branches rise : 
But man when dead, until the ambient skies 
Shall be no more, reviveth not again ; 
The wealth and honour, which the world supplies, 
May cheer his sons, but all t.o him is vain ; 
Corruption holds him fast, and worms their feast 
obtain. 

XXVIII. 

But Job, despite of all that death can bring. 
Possessed a hope, which could his soul sustain 
Above the terrors of the gloomy king ; 
His trust unshaken, though his peace was slain ; 
The grave may triumph, earth its dust regain ; 
Worms revel; and the fleshy tent decay ; 
He could behold, beyond corruption's reign, 
A glorious morning and immortal day. 
When death, to higher life, shall yield the ransomed 
prey. 
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XXIX. 

There is a path no wandering bird hath seen, 
Discovered not by e'en the vulture's eye ; 
And where the lions' whelps have never been ; 
It leads to wealth, which rubies cannot buy. 
Nor all the riches that the deep supply, 
Nor all the bounties by the skies bestow'd , 
For there is wisdom ; there her treasures lie, 
And Job, that path, by shunning evil, trod. 
And found those priceless treasures in the fear of God. 



XXX. 

He stood on height unreach'd by human lore. 
And firmly his integrity maintain'd ; 
Faith gave his rising soul her wings to soar. 
And faith upheld him on the rock he gain'd ; 
His friends, though wise, on lower ground remain'd. 
And proved but this, that dim is mortal sight ; 
However skillfully the mind be train'd, 
To read a clouded providence aright. 
When reason's flickering lamp supplies the only light. 
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XXXI. 

Some harsher words escap'd ; why should it be 
That God should his unresting anger waste 
To break a leaf, a thing so frail as he, 
And that so deep a woe so long should last ? 
Some murmurs rose, that they, who in the past 
Had honoured him, should then delight to scorn ; 
That one who had the shield of succour cast 
O'er others, should himself be left forlorn ; 
For this was bitterness, a sharp and grievous thorn. 



XXXII. 

At length he ceas'd, the tongue of Job was mute ; 
And his three friends, if such they might be deem'd, 
Ceas'd their attempt his answers to refute. 
The task more arduous than at first they dream'd : 
Then rose a Buzite chief, on whom had beam'd 
Not yet so many suns, Elihu named. 
For deep research and judgment much esteem'd ; 
Keen were his sentences, though smoothly fram'd, 
And chiefly still at Job the pointed shafts were aim'd. 



Canto IV. Ill 



XXXIII. 

Surely, O Job, he said, thou hast declared 
My hands are clean, yet heaven my prayer unheeds: 
But shall the Lord be to a man compared ? 
Shall he descend to justify his deeds, 
And render reasons why his arrow speeds ? 
Not so ; his lifted arm thy spirit breaks ; 
The Maker with his erring creature pleads ; 
And by this dire calamity he speaks, 
But justly so to thee, and thy repentance seeks. 

XXXIV. 

Thy sins have checked the flow of mercy's stream 
From God to thee, and wrath impends ; beware ; 
For if he strike, what ransom can redeem ? 
He hides the sunlight with the vapoury air ; [there ; 
Constructs the clouds, and stores the raindrops 
Forms all the feathery snows, and guides their 

flight; 
The earth and sky, with blended voice, declare 
How great he is in majesty and might ; 
Remember this, and fear; for all he does is right. 
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XXXIX. 

Hast thou array'd the horse with strength for war, 
With thunder cloth'd his neck, with speed his feet ? 
Proudly he scents the battle from afar, 
And rushes on, the serried ranks to meet ; 
Delights the warriors in their steel to greet. 
And clashing arms and sounding trumpets hear ; 
Bounds to the charge, impatient, prompt and fleet, 
With nostrils terrible, devoid of fear ; 
Shares the dread foemen's rage, and laughs at 
danger near. 

XL. 

Doth the swift eagle spread her wings for flight 
At thy command, and seek the upper sky? 
She dwells securely on the craggy height, 
Where not a prowler's step approaches nigh ; 
From thence, with searching gaze, she lifts her 

eye. 
The distant scenes of havoc to survey ; 
From thence she practices her young to fly, 
And where the slain have fallen, there are they, 
To drink the reeking gore, and tear the welcome prey. 
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XLI. 

Lo ! I am vile, said Job ; the past deplore, 
For now indeed my foolishness I view ; 
Once have I spoken, but will add no more. 
Then God responded : — Gird thyself anew, 
For must my words be false, that thine be true ? 
That thou be righteous, I be deem'd unjust ? 
Assume thy majesty, if such thy due ; 
Arise, debase the haughty in the dust, 
Exalt the low, and make thy own right hand thy 
trust. 

XLII. 

Survey Behemoth, which my hands have made ; 
He roams the hills, and in the valleys feeds ; 
Delights to slumber in the cooling shade. 
Beneath the willows and the rustling reeds ; 
And when he drinks, his thirst a river needs ; 
So firmly knit his joints and sinews be. 
That his resistless force no weapon heeds ; 
Chief of his Maker's ways on earth is he, 
And in his perfect strength my power and wisdom see. 
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XLIII. 

Canst thou, by casting in the line and hook, 
Draw out Leviathan ? and in thy sight 
Will he speak softly ? thy correction brook, 
And patiently to thee subject his might ? 
Behold, — his eyes are as the morning light ; 
He lashes into foam the boiling deep. 
And makes his path upon the waters bright ; 
Sparks, as he breathes, from out his nostrils leap ; 
Death hovers round his steps, and terror guards his 
sleep. 

XLIV. 

He dreads no foe, prepared th' assault to ward, 
For strong his frame, compact in every part ; 
And all his flakes as nether millstones hard : 
Approach his face, and with thy sword and dart 
Shake, if thou canst, the firmness of his heart ; 
But he will scorn thee, and thy spears deride ; 
Step back, and pause, remember what thou art, 
And tempt him not the battle to decide, 
For matchless he, a king aniong the sons of pride. 
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XLV. 

Thus from the whirlwind spake the voice divine, 

Yet more diffuse, and Job again replied : 

I know that power omnipotent is thine, 

And none from thee a secret thought can hide ; 

From wisdom's ways my words have wander'd 

wide; 
Fve stray'd o'er regions dark, untrack'd before, 
And left thy real glory undescried ; 
But now I see thee, and myself abhor ; — 
Debas'd and penitent, my soul presumes no more. 

XLVI. 

Against Eliphaz, then, God*s wrath was stirr'd. 
And his two friends, because they did not say 
Right things of him, and such as Job averr'd ; 
He bade them victims on his altar lay, 
And heard his servant for th' offenders pray ; 
The Patriarch pleaded as the victims burn'd. 
And each, with heaven's approval, went his way ; 
The Lord stretch'd out his hand, th' accuser 
spum'd, 
Rebuk'd his power, and Job's captivity was tum'd. 
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XLVII. 

Then friends were many when his needs were less ; 
They brake his bread, assumed a cheerful strain, 
Brought gifts to soothe him, and soft words to 

bless ; 
Fair offspring rose to grace his numerous train ; 
He walk'd with greetings o'er the blooming plain, 
And sat with honour in the city's gate ; 
His flocks, his herds, and all his worldly gain. 
Grew to the double of their former state. 
Nor had again the sumptuous East a prince so great. 

XLVIII. 

With perfect heart, that ever held the right, 
He came as gold from out the fiery test ; 
More precious still in heaven's pervading sight ; 
Some dross removed, and purer all the rest : 
The shafts of malice that had pierc'd his breast, 
Fell blunted back, and left behind no gall \ 
Crown'd with the snows of age he join'd the bless*d, 
Where emblems of decay will never fall, 
No tempter come, and sorrow be unknown to all. 
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XLIX. 

Where shall we match this grand old Syrian chief? 
The conflict dire appointed him to wage ; 
His changing fortune and overwhelming grief; 
His steadfast grasp of truth which shames this age; 
His firm endurance of Satanic rage, 
And signal triumph o'er the powers of hell, 
Are themes such as the loftiest minds engage ! 
Ah, what is ours, when all our woe we tell. 
Beside the ponderous cross he bore, and bore so well ! 



O ye, who rashly deem that toiling man 
Will fail in earthly projects, or succeed. 
Just as he forms and regulates his plan. 
For heaven his acts and purpose doth not heed ;- 
Ye too, who always can most plainly read 
A providence, in piles of mammon's ore, 
But never see it in a state of need. 
And judge a curse is in a scanty store, — 
Behold the man of Uz, and learn superior lore ! 
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LI. 

They who have tramprd earth with footsteps gory, 
And crush'd her blossoms ere the fruit could spring, 
Have many a muse inspired to waft their glory, 
Along the march of time, on odorous wing ; 
But light the honours that to such may cling, 
Weigh'd in the balance with the lasting meed, 
Reap'd by those champions in the days I sing. 
Who nobly, in its early efforts, freed 
The mind from errors dark, which basest thraldom 
breed. 

LII. 

Heroes they were, who toil'd to stem a flood 
Of vices foul, which fill'd the earth with woes, 
And well nigh every barrier had subdu'd. 
That lingering mercy deign'd to interpose ; 
Against these filthy streams, which furious rose. 
They stood like rocks that curb the ocean's wave, 
And waged a conflict with inveterate foes ; 
Within them and without ; — more truely brave 
Than such as rush on steel and earn a warrior's grave. 
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LIIL 

The God they worshipp'd was a presence felt ; 
A Spirit pure, from every ken conceal'd ; 
A vast pavilion, under which they dwelt ; 
A sleepless watcher, and impervious shield ; 
A friend that visited in tent and field ; 
An angel, and a man, but not the less 
A Majesty Divine, howe'er revealed ; 
A power to help and comfort in distress ; 
A voice of melody that came to teach and bless. 



LIV. 

They listened, when he spake, with open ear, 
And treasur'd in their hearts the words he said ; 
When he approach'd they reverently drew near, 
And as their need requir'd, convers'd or pray'd. 
And wrestrd with him for immediate aid ; 
A name, which mark'd the place to them endear'd ; 
A pillar or a rustic altar made. 
Were such memorials as to him they reared ; 
And oft at shrines least deck'd is he the most rever'd. 
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LV. 

The things invisible, declared by God, 
Were real to them ; his promises became 
As certain as the steadfast earth they trod, 
Apparent as to sense is nature's frame ; 
Their faith directed and sustained their aim ; 
They deem'd this world but as a tent, designed 
For carnal life, and such as it may claim ; 
A brighter region is the home of mind, 
And that the land unseen, which they were bent to 
find. 

LVI. 

Some passing clouds their witness dimm'd awhile; 
Some garments spotted by the world they wore ; 
The lingering tokens of the serpent's guile, 
Infus'd when paradise was lost of yore ; 
But saving these, a steady light they bore. 
Which show'd that yet an Eden may be won ; 
That human hope may find an open door. 
And streatns of bliss through mortal life still run ; 
A holy will and work by man on earth be done. 
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LVIL 

They pass'd away, what have they left behind ? 
Sweet sounds of olden harps ; unvenal strains ; 
The first-born offspring of melodious mind ; 
Memorials of the muse nurs'd on their plains, 
That in the soothing hour, when sunlight wanes, 
Accompanied Isaac in the walks he chose ; 
That breathed the fire which Israel's song retains ; 
And when to heaven his mournful accents rose, 
Inspired the tuneful wail of Job's impressive woes. 



LVIII. 

What have they left behind ? the honoured name, 
That gives to all which here they once possessed, 
An uncorrupted heritage of fame ; 
Good words and deeds, distinctively impressed 
With marks, that point us to the land of rest ; 
Bright lives, which after death have voices still. 
And speak of what is lovely, pure, and best ; 
So full of fragrance breath'd from Zion's hill, 
That ere we reach the mount its heavenly joys reveal. 
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LIX- 

Companions of the bless'd, my thoughts with you 
Have sweetly sojoum'd, and your pristine days, 
Though now regarded seldom, and by few, 
Have open'd glorious scenes before my gaze : 
To ponder o'er your acts, retrace the ways. 
Which, when the earth was little track'd, ye trod ; 
And strike the lyric strings that sound your praise. 
Have charm'd my spirit closer unto God, 
And been to me as talk with angels on the road. 



LX. 

O Thou, of life and purity the source, 
Eternal Spirit, with thee my song shall end. 
On whom revolving nature's ceaseless course 
And all the links of providence depend ; 
What blessings would our darksome steps attend ? 
What hopes would animate ? what visions cheer 
The lonely soul, if thou didst not befriend ? 
Good pilot of the ark, earth would be drear, 
And joyless as the flood, without thy presence here. 
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LXI. 

Thou wast their Shepherd, and thy care supplied 
The Patriarchs' need in all their pilgrimage ; 
Thou didst the pens of scribes and prophets guide, 
Who wrote thy breathings on the sacred page : 
Thou aidest us to strive against the rage 
Of evil waters that within us swell ; 
Thou dost their tumult in the breast assuage, 
And give the power to curb them and expel ; 
For where abidest thou, — peace, joy, and comfort 
dwell. 

LXIL 

Thy chosen emblems are the wind and fire. 
And Pentecost declares thy gracious might ; 
Searcher of hearts, and every hid desire, 
From whom alone proceeds our inward light. 
Thou shalt dispel the shades of mental night. 
Which wrap the soul in Babylonian gloom ; 
Thou shalt unto the blind restore their sight. 
Remove the masks which teachers false assume. 
And righteously complete the red-clad harlot's doom. 
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LXIII. 

As bones which in the vale Ezekiel view'd, 

So Israel, scattered through the nations, lies ; 

Dry bones, with not a vital sign endu'd, 

But when thou breathest life, these dead shall 

rise, 
A mighty host shall then the world surprise, 
The standard of Messiah's cross to bear ; 
For thou shalt take the veil from off their eyes. 
Equip them in the heavenly work to share. 
And leading on their march, thyself the way prepare. 

LXIV. 

As gentle streams to mighty rivers swell, 
And rivers to the sounding ocean flow. 
So shall thy grace, in each a living well. 
Increase and spread, till all the blessing know ; 
As rushing wind to make the forests bow. 
As fire to set the deserts on a blaze. 
Thou wilt again thy plentitude bestow ; 
Then shall the nations walk in peaceful ways. 
And earth be fill'd with sounds of melody and praise. 
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LXV. 

Then none shall hurt, none envy or destroy ; 
No serpent's trail pollute the budding flower; 
No prowler lure from innocence her joy, 
Nor justice bend before the frown of power ; 
One Lord shall be to all a shield and tower, 
One fold shall fence his sheep, one Shepherd lead ; 
One spirit on the flock his graces shower ; 
Still waters soothe them, freshening pastures feed. 
And every home and heart be blest in Israel's seed. 
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